To His GRACE he 


Duxs of W H A R TON. 
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ER E I a Stranger to your G RACE, 
I ſhould not be afraid to ſollicit Your 
2 Patronage, ſince you have taken the 
politer Arts into your Protection, and They, 
who endeavour to excel in them, are, in Effect, 
making their Court to you. But I can plead 
more than a common Title to this Honour. 
Your GRACE has been pleaſed to make 
Yourſelf Acceſſory to the following Scenes, not 
only by ſuggeſting the moſt beautiful Incident 
in them, but by making all poſſible Proviſien 
for the Succeſs. of the Whole. Your gredt / | : 
Delicacy of "Taſte, in Compoſitions. of this 
Kind, has ſo aſſiſted this Poem; and the n- 
dulgence of Your-Nature has ſo de to 
ſhorten the great Diſtance between Vour 
GRACE and its Author, that 1 have been 
"ag >>: | ſcarce | 
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ſcarce Ill to onder Au in any. other Night, 


than as one entirely devoted to theſe Amuſements, 
and purſuing the ſame Studies with myſelf. 


The World, which is large in Your Praiſes 
of another Nature, will be ſurprized to hear 
me ſpeak of Your GRACE, in this Man- 
ner. They talk of one abounding in all the 
Grace and Power of Publick Eloquence, and 
eminently furniſhed with Theſe particular Ta- 
lents, which qualify for ſhining in the higheſt 
Stafions, and influencing the National Welfare : 
"Of One, who made a Name in Senates in his 


N Minority; and who now, at an Age, which 


in ſome well- conſtituted States would exclude 
him tbeir grand Council, has finiſhed a Re- 
putation in that of Great-Britain; and gained 
Thoſe for his greateſt Admirers, who are Them- 
ſelves moſt admired there: One, who through 
this whole memorable Seſſion, has acted in the 
Spirit of a Regulus, vigorouſly oppoſing Mea- | 
ſures in which he might have found his private 
Advantage, and exerting the nobleſt Indignation 
and Contempt for thoſe, who, like the Old 
Carthaginians, were equally famous for their 
Riches, and their Faith. One who, if he 
advances in Proportion to his firſt Degree of 
| Glory, ſhall not thank Poſterity for ranking 
Him with the moſt Celebrated this Nation has 
produced, tho? His Great Father be in the Num- 
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DEDICATION, 


His eta may with, Pleaſure refle&, that ; 
when He has any Thing of Moment in His 
View, there is Nothing which can either break - 
His Reſolution, tire His Activity, or limit His 
Expence. His Spirit encreaſes on Reſiſtance, 
and like a great Flame, it burns, the ſtronger, 
and ſhines the brighter, in Proportion to the 
Violence of the Storm that offends it. In the 
preſent troubled State of Affairs, in which the 
Nation fluctuates, how has he ſtrove againſt the 


Power of Wind-and Tide to aſſiſt Her into Har- 


bour ; while ſome have endeavoured to tear her 
to Pieces, in order to provide for their private 
Safety, and ſwim aſhore an her Ruins? 


Thus ſpeaks the World. I, My LORD, 
whoſe Knowledge of Your GRACE lies more 
in private Life, can tell them in Return, of One, 
who can animate His Country Retirement with a 
Kind of Pleaſures, ſometimes unknown to Per- 
ſons of Diſtinction in that Scene: Who can di- 
vide the longeſt Day into a Variety of Polite and 
| Uſeful Studies, and appoint the great Men of 
Antiquity their ſtated Hours, to receive (if I may 
ſo ſpeak) their Audience of him: Who is an ex, 


cellent Maſter of their Hiſtory in particular, and 


obſerving how Nature in a Courſe of Years is 
apt to come round again, and tread in her own. 
Footſteps ;_ has a Happineſs in applying the Facts 
or Characters of Antient to Modern Times; 
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which requires a beautiful Mixture of Learning 
and Genius; and a Mind equally knowing in 
Books and Men: who' can carry from his Stu- 
dies ſuch a Life into Converſation, that Wine 
ſeems only an Interruption of Wit: Who has 
as many Subjects to talk of, as proper Matter 


on thoſe Subjects, as much Wit to adorn that 


Matter, and as many Languages to produce it 
ſo adorn'd; as any of the Age in which he lives. 
And yet ſo ſweet his Diſpoſition, that no one 
ever wilh'd his Abilities leſs, but ſuch as flat- 
ter'd themſelves with the Hope of ſhining when 
near him. 


But there are e ill faperion Qualities, which I 
am oblig'd to remember, as is the Society to 
which I belong, and to return Him our Thanks 
for his late Donation to it. Which is fo noble 
that it had laid us under the greateſt Obligation, 
though it had been from another: Though 
it had been from one whoſe Quality and 
Character would have made a far leſs Addition 
to it; and who had not, by the moſt graceful 

and engaging Manner of conferring it, more 
than doubled its Value. As for my own particu- 


lar Obligations to him, I ſhall not endeavour to 


_ expreſs Myſelf in Words; but beg Leave to 
refer Him to the whole future Courſe of my 
Life for my Senſe of them. My preſent For- 
tune is his Bounty, and my future his Care 
which, I will venture to ſay, will be always 
| remembered to his Honour, ſince He, I know, 
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inteided. His Generoſity as an Encouragement | 


to Merit, tho? (thro? his very pardonable Par- 


tiality to one who bears Him ſo ſincere a Duty 


and Reſpect) I happen to receive the rer 5 
of it. ; 


They 525 are ala with Your GRACE, 


will be of Opinion, that I make Your Good- ' 
neſs but an ill Return by the Libery I now © 
take. But*tho? it | be true, that they who me- 
rit Praiſe moſt, affect it leaſt ; it is alſo true, 


that to commend what is excellent is a Debt 


We owe the Publick. In Regard to which, 
how ill ſoever You may reliſh it, I have made 
no Scruple to uſe You as You deſerve : And my 
Comfort is, I can take Refuge in Your Lord- 
ſhip's own Example, for a the Publick 


before You. 


But, if You are till Jifatisfied, I ſhall bod 


5 ſay, it is hard that Your GRACE ſhould join 


with Your Enemies, (who will equally diſlike it) 
againſt Me. For Enemies, My LORD, You 


have; nor am I ſorry for it. All ſhining Ac- 
compliſhments will be for ever either loved, or * 
envy'd; and, next to the Perſon who pays Yqu 18 


his Eſteem, He bears the beſt Teſtimony to the 
Superiority of your Character, who hates Vou 
for it. I give You Joy of thoſe Foes Your 
great Qualities have made, And I congratulate 
You 1 in a particular Manner, that they are the 
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| mod inveterate to Your Eg 0 0 Vour 


Country purſues with her greateſt Diſlike. It is 


no Reflection on Thoſe who wiſh You beſt, to 
ſay, They will hardly be able to re 


more to Vour Se | 1 | n 
an, 
| MY LORD, 


1 our Grace' s moſt aul 
And moſl- bumble Servant, 
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PROLOGUE, 
3 FRIEND. 1 


5 0 F 7 Fas the buſtin'd 1 with action mean, 
Debas'd the glo of the T ragic ſcene | 
While puny Sillains, dreſs d in purple pride, bY 
With crimes obſcene the heawven-born rage bely'd. | 
To her belongs to mourn the Hero's fate, 
To trace the errors of the Wiſe and Great ; 
To mark th' exceſs of paſſions too refin'd, 
And paint the tumults of a God-like mind ; | 
Where, mix'd with rage, exalted thoughts combine, , SSN 
And darkeſt deeds with heauteous colour ſhine. | 
Such lights and ſhades in a well-ming'd draught, 

By curious touch of artful pencils wrought Ah; SITES 
With ſoft deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, | 3 8 
Pleasd with the conflict of the various dye. | | 

Thus, thro* the following ſcenes, with ſaveet e 

Virtus and guilt in dread confuſion riſe; 


And Lowe und Hate, at once, and Grief and Foy, © * 
Pity and Rage, their mingled force employ. MY 
Here the 75 Vi Js ſees, with ſecret ſhame, 3 

Her charms excel d. friendſhip” s purer flame; 


Farc d, with reluctant virtue, to approve 
The generqus Hero, who rejects her love. 
Behold him there with gloomy paſſh tons ee d, 
A wife ſuſpected, and an injur d friend; 4 
Yet ſuch the toil where innocence is caugbt, jt 
That raſh ſuſpicion ſeems without a fault. | | 
We dread a while, left beauty ſhould ſucceed, ' 
And almoſt wiſh ev'n virtue s ſelf may bleed. ; 
Mark well the black Revenge, the cruel Guile, £30 
The traitor-fiend trampling ho lovely ſpoil, t #1} 
Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppreſs'd ; | | 
hen let the rage of furies fire your brea Re 
Ted nay rages 2 his 27 . N 
His bleeding country, his lov'd father ſlain, 
His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 


And crown him with involuntary praiſe. 
K 5 Dra-. 


Dtramatis Perſonne. 
f M E N. 

Don ALonzo, the Spaniſh General, Mr. Boortn. | 

Don CaxLos, his Friend, Mr. WILES. 

Don ALvaxez, a Courtier, Mr. Tnunxnonp. 
Don MaxvEL, Attendant of Don | 7 

5 ne i Mr. Amen 
„Taxon, eee Moor, Mr. Mirrs. 

w 0 M E. N. 


. 1 s Daughter, Mrs. Wan 8 
ISABELLA, the Moor's Miſtreſs, . Mrs, Hoxrox. 
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SCENE, PAIN. 
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HETHER firſt mature, or long want of x peace, EE. 
Has wrought my mind to 12 88 [ cannot tell; 1 2 
But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: 1 

I like this rocking of the battlements. 4 3 
Rage on, ye winds; burſt, clouds, and waters . 1 we 
You bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, "% 
And 1 the gloomy hahit of my UI. 
Enter Iſabella. 1 

Who's there? ? My love! 71 
Iſab. Why _ you left my bed? % 
Your abſence more ha me than the ſtorm. 
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Zan. 


8 
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TIE REVENGE. 


1 | The dead alone, in ſuch a night, can reſt; 
And I indulge my meditation bercre. 
Woman, away; 1 chooſe to be alone. 
Iiſab. Iknow you do, and therefore will notleareyou; 
Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 9 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation? . 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, c 
And I will know it; by our loves, I will. 
To you I ſacrific'd my virgin fame 
Aſk I too much, to ſhare in your diſtreſs © 
Zan. In tears 7 Thou fool! * hear me, and be 
plung'd 
In hell's abyfo. if ever it eſcape thee. ' 
To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 
I hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt bear farther. | £7 
Aab. Hate, Alonzo !. 0 E 
I own, I thought Alonzo moſt your friend * 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. | 
Zan Hear then: "Tis twice three years ſince that 
great man, 
- (Grea let me call him ; for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the captive of bis arm in fight : . £ 
He flew my father, and threw chains o'er hs, 
While I, with pious rage, purſu'd revenge: 
FJ then was young; he plac' d- me near his a 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 


* I One day (May that returning day be night, 


The ſtain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year 


1 3 Por ſomething, or for nothing, in his \* tay 


He ſtruck me; (While I tell it, do IIive?) 

He ſmote me on the cheekx— ! did not ſtab him; 
For that were poor revenge —E'er ſince, his 129500 
Has ſtrove to bpry i it beneath a —_— * 8 


Of kindneſſes} and thinks it is for e 


Inſolent thought! and like a ſeco: bows! A 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs; 3 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge. 

Iſab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your: dom : 
To ſee your ſtrong emotions ſtartles me. 
oF. Zan. Yes, woman, Witt Ie gat befits i it. 
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WE 3 "RAGE DNV * 5 3 
Harthe dacienidibticniniom So have I, 3 | 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard; thou walt feel mel E 
For from that day, that day of my Ne 1111 | 
I from that day have curs dithe riſing ſun, 
Which never faibd to, tell me of my ſhame: n 
I from that day have bleſt the coming . 4 his: bet 
Which promis d to conceal: it; but in vainn 
The blow return d for ever in my dreꝶm : 
Yet on I toib'd, and groan d for an occaſion - +; 
Of ample vengeance: none is yet arriv' d. 
Howeler, at preſent I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him ſore, in his ar voy Soon 
Life of his life, and dearer than his ſoul. BY 
By nightly march he purpose d to ſurprize 8 as; 
The Mooriſh camp; but I have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favou - ' © 
Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment. 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has Won. 
Jab. got. as: enter d an _— _ 


Zan. To whom e NY 69% 
Iſab. His friend, Don Carla, 2 47 50 s RA CR 
Zan. Be propitious, | lian £50159 bag | 


O Mahomet, on this 1 important hour; Aon AUDI 
And give at length my famiſh d. ſoul revinged i197 
What is revenge, but coura to call in 5 e WW 
Our honour's debts, and wiſdom: to 3 e 0 
Others' ſelf- love into our own protection? ii v0. 1 
But ſee, the morning ray breaks in upon us: 
Il ſeek Don Carlos, and enquire my fate: (Erema 24 
Enter ManueL and Don CAR Os. bo 
Man. My lord Don Carlas, what brings your expres? ; 
Car. Alonz0's glory, and the Moors defeat. ns 90 5 


— 


The field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand oy i 3 Es 
Tho! he ſuſpects his meaſures were damen %% 
He'll Won arrive. O how I long embrace Sha A. 
The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of. fi ends 5 sik 


I lov'd fair as long beſore 14 „ 


The chance of battle = me to the Moor, 112 
From whom ſo late Alonzo ſet me free: 


And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed  - _ 


Mi r * £ 
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1 THE REVENGE. - . 
This great Alonzo, whom r b 


I To be my gentle advocate in love, 8 VV 
\ To ftir her heart, and fan its Soup; for me.” * 55 1 
| Man. And what ſucceſs?  : 1 

Car. Alas, the cruel a1 5+ RIG INS th lie Weg | 


Indeed, her father, who tho high at court. 

And powerful with the king, has wealth at 4 8 

To heal his devaſtations from the Moors, 

Knowing Pm richly freighted from the Eaft, 
des My fleet now failing in the fight of Spain; + 

(Heav'n guard it fafe thro? fuch a dreadful ſtorm!) 

Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Her aged father, ſee! e 
Car. She looks like radiant truth, (ins 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary 

You to the port with ſpeed ; 'tis po "x 


Some veſſel is arriy'd : Heav'n grant it bring. | 


Bar which Carlos may receive with. j joy 1 
ö Eater Alvarez and L | 
Av. Don Carlos, 1am labouring i in your bon. 
With all a parent's ſoft Miet H a 
And earneſt counſel. chi i * 
Car. Angels ſecond you!: heh . } 
For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 
Alv. Daughter, the happineſs of life ee 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice tomy 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, -+- + 


d And cloſer view d, you'll find they are at: 


Some fla in their own conduct hes beneath, 


And 'tis the trick of fools to ſave their ls 


Which brought another language into uſe. 
Don Carlos is of antient, noble blood z  __. 
And then his wealth might mend a prince 's fortune : - 50 | 


1 For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, 


A faithful ſlave, and turning earth to gold: * 


His keels are freig hted with that facred pow ry 


By which ev'n kings and emperors are made. 


1 Sir, you have my good wiſhes'; and Thope (To Carlos. 


My —_—_ is not N to "ou you 1 Alv. 


. 
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"A TRAGEDY) ug | 
| Car. O Leonera! why art chou in tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene. | 
Will you ſor ever help me to new pains 
And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, * 
To let them looſe on every dawn of joy? e 
Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to we, 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears? 
A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 
Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint. — 
Car. Ah my torn heart! 4 
Leon. Regard not me, my lord 3 
I ſhall obey my father. 2} 7 
Cor. Diſobey him SINN? 
Rather than come thus coldly ; than come . > 
With abſent eyes, and alienated mien, | 
Suff ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 
O let me be undone the common way: 
And have the common comfort to be pity'd, t «, 
And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs = 
And ſo beenvy'd, and be wretched too! 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty; 
Thoſe eyes, that tell us what the ſun is made of; 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life ; | 
F Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt: 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, N 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 7 
Leon. Alas! my lord, we are too delicate; 4 
And when we graſp the happineſs we win; d. 
We call on wit to 1192 it away: N 
A plainer man would not feel half your pains FP WT 
But ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 
Car. Had I known this before, it had been well: . 
1 had not then ſolicited your father 5 
Jo add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, 


iſ | Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. "I 
. Give me your hand Nay, give it, Leonora 4 
*. Vou give it not Hay, yet you give it not— 


. THE REVENGE. 


I raviſh it. 
Leon. I pray, my lord; no more. 


Car. Ah! why ſo ſad? You know each fi os does make 
Sighs there, are tempeſts here. (me; 
T've heard, bad men would be unbleſt i in heav'n : 
What is my guilt, that makes me ſa with you? 

Have I not languiſh'd proſtrate at thy = 

Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy ſight £ 

Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 

And, mad with the idea, 7 the wind, 

And doated upon nothing 
Leon. Court me not, 

Good Carlos, by recounting _ my faults, . een 

And telling how-ungrateful I have been: 11 

Alas! my lord, if talking would prevail, 2 

I could ſuggeſt much better arguments, 

Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 

Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all: 

But bid phyſicians talk our, veins to temper, _ 

And with an argument new-ſet a pulſe; . 

Then think, my lord, of reaſoning into love. | 
Car. Muſt I then deſpair ? Do not ſhake me thus; 

My tempeſt- beaten heart is cold to death: 

Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy 3 

Heav'ns! what a proof I gave, but two nights paſt, 

Of matchleſs love! To fling me at thy feet, 

1 ſlighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame ; 

Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle: 

But darting headlong to thy arms, I left | 

The promis d fight; I left Alonzo. too, 

To ſtand the War, and quell a world alone. [T; rumpets; 
Leon. The victor comes, My lasch, 1 muſt withdraw. 5 
Car. And muſt you go? | 
Leon. Why ſhou'd you wiſh me ſtay . | 

| Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 


My preſence none; it Pains you and myſelf; : 
F or both our ſakes, permit me to withdraw. [Exit Leon. 


Car. Sure, there's no peril; but in love. O how 
My foes wou'd boaſt to ſee me look ſo pale! | 
Enter Alonzo. 5 
Car. Alno N Alon. 


* 


A TRAGED Y. 17 

Alon. Carlos —I am whole again 

Clafpt in thy arms, it makes my heart entite. 
Car. Whom dare ! chus e The conqueror o of 
Africk ? 1 

Alon. Ves, much more; „ Don Carlos find: 

The conqueſt of the 83 would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diſtance in * 

I riſe in virtues to come nearer the: 

I conquer with Don Carlos in my eye; | 

And thus Iclaim my victory's reward. 2 8 bim. oe 

Car. A Op indeed! Your godlike arm | \» 

Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 

Such numbers 5 II; and the ſurvivors fled 

As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, | 

When the tempeſtuous ſea comes Toaring on them. 
Alon. Twas Carlos conquer'd ; *twas his cruel chains 

Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, $7 

And threw my former actions far behind. 

Car. I love fair Leonora: How I love — e 
Yet till I find (I know not how it is? 
Another heart, another ſoul, for the: » 
Thy friend ſbip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports | 
Like muſic ; pure the joy without alla 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity: nn 
But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous: bir; 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal ve e ; 

But mingles pangs and inadneſs in the Haga 
Enter Zanga Y 

Zang. Manuel, my lord, returning from the port,. d 
On buſineſs, both of moment and of haſte, | 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 

Car. In, private ?—Ha!—A4lonzs, Pl return 
No buſineſs can detain me long from thee. ¶ Exit Cy. „ 

Zan. My lord Alonzo, I obey'd: your orders. * 

Alon. Will the fair Leonora paſs this my #5 {2 

Zan. She will, my lord; and ſoon... (EI 

Alon. Come near me, Zane be Hd gien d HY 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 3.4 
Never was ſuch a day of triumph known |! --- 


There' s not a wounded captive i in oy train,” ThE 
, 245 18 41410 ATT i [ ieee 3% K + Thar. 
G x | % 8 
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That flowly follow'd my proud chariot Wheels, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 
| But is a god to me: Lam moſt wretched.- 
In his captivity, thou know'ſt, Don Carlos, 
My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love, ie 541 
To talk to Leanora's heart, and make pt ernte 
A tender party in her thoughts, — 2 ag i 
What did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 
One thing there is might leſſen my offencte 
If ſuch offence admits of being leſſen dj; 
I thought him dead; for (by what fate 1 know 0 
His letters never reach d mne. 7 | 

Zan. ( Afide.) Thanks to Zanga. cps i 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has e 

Alan. Ves, curs'd of heav'n II low d myſelf ; and now, 
In a late action reſcu'd from the Moors, | 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. - 
Zan. We hear, my lord, that in that action, 00 
Your interpoſing arm preſery'd his life. 

Alon. It did—with more than'the expence of mine ; 
For, O! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes I'll take my leave, and die. 

Zan. (Afede.) Hadſt thou a ee as tydeah 
83 would pleaſe me. 07 8.23% | 
. Unhappy exec My country overcome 2 
x years hope of vengeance quite expir'd !— 
Would nature — will not fall alone; 
But others groans ſhall tell the world my death. 
i Enter Leonora. 

Ahn. When nature ends with anguiſh like to- this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt Raves the enen | 
And bid the light adieu. 

Leon. The mighty cohqueror F 
Diſmay' d! I thought e. ihe foe your Fend 

Alon. O cruel el fafult! are thoſe tears your | rt, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw * 

Africk J quell'd, in hope by that to purchaſe . 
our leave to ſigh unſcorn'd ; but I complain not: 
'T was but a world; and you are Leonora. "21318 1 
Leon. That paſſion, which you boaſt of, i is your gle 


4 


1 TRAGEDY: | 1 
A treaſon to your friend. eee eee 


To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 
* ou, Madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes you 
blame ; 
Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the cenſure both of earth and heavn 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
Farewell for ever, — This ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it ſweet to die. 
Leon. ( Afede. JF are wel for ever Sweet to die — 
O heav'n! 
Alongo, ſtay; you muſt not thus cſeape me z 
But hear your guilt at large. 
Alon. O Leonora ! 8 
What could 1 do? In duty to my friend, | 
I ſaw you; and to ſee, is to admire : | 7 
For Carlos did I plead, and moſt ſincerely "EE | 
- Witneſs the thouſand 2 it coſt me: 
You know I did; I ſought but your eſteem 3 
If that is guilt, an Mts ay been guilty : 
 T often ſigh'd ; nay, wept ; but — not help i i 3 
And ſure it is no crime to be in 8 | 
But grant my crime was gteat, Pm greatly curs'd. 
What would you more? Am I not moſt undone? + 
This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder'd, [$4 209 
When life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. l 
Leon. (Going. ) If from pins guilt none ſuffer'd but 
yourſelf, 
It might be ſo Farewel. 
Alon. Who ſuffers with me? 
Leon. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. 
Alon. Alas ! what is there I can fear to know, 
Since I already know your hate? Your actions $5 þ 
Have long fince told me that. [72.0 
Leon. They latter d you. | 


Alon. How? Flatter'd me! 

Leon. O ſearch in fate no further! 
T hate thee, O Alonzo ! How I hate thee! 

Alon. Indeed ! And do you weep for hatred too? 
O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart 3 


Shou'd 


A W it moſt and yet I dread it more. 


bn "THE REVENGE. 1 


Shou d it be ſo; ould her tears flow from ne, „ 
How would my ſoul blaze up in ecſtaſy/ ! | 

Ah, no] How fink into the depth of horrors! 

Leon. Why would you force my ſtay? 

Alon. What mean theſe tears ? | 

Leon. I weep by chance; nor have my tears a mean- 
But, O! when I firſt ſaw Alonzo 8 tears, 8 | ing 3 
I knew their meaning well. | 
Halen falls paſſionately on his hand ob takes ber band. 

Alon. Heavens, what is this? That excellence for 
Deſire was planted in the heart of man; (which 
Virtue's ſupreme reward on this fide heav'n ; 
The cordial of my ſoul ! and this deſtroys me 
Indeed I flatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 

Leon. Alonzo, pardon me the injury 
Of loving you: I ſtruggled with my paſſion, 
And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome excuſe. 
Alon. Unkind ! You know I think your love a bleſſing . 
Beyond all human bleſſings; tis the price 
Of ſighs and groans, and 4 whole year of dying: 


But O the curſe of curſes !—O my friend ! 


Leon. Alas! 
Alen. What ſays my love ?!——Speak, Leonera. 
Leon. Was it for you, my lord, to be ſo quick 

In finding out objections to our love? 

Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my vutuk, 

It was unſafe to leave that part to me? 
Alon. Is not the day then fix d for your eſpouſals ? 
Leon. Indeed, my father once had thought that way ; 

But marking how the marriage Pain'd my heart, 

Long he ſtood doubtful ; but at laſt reſolv'd, 

Your Counſel, which determines bin in all, 

Should finiſh the debate. 

Alon. O agony ! | 

. Muſt I not only loſe her, but be made: * 

Myſelf the inſtrument? Not only die, 

But plunge the dagger in my heart i 

This is refining on calamity. | 
Leon.W hat! do you tremble, left you ſhould be. mine? 

For what elſe can you tremble ? Not for that 

mY 7 0 places i in your power to alter. 


/ 


Alon. 


A TRAGEDY: 4 


Alon. What's in _y ata —0 yes, to 0 my 
friend ? 
Leon. To ſtab your friend were barkincus indeed ! | 
Spare him—and murder me——l own; Alonzo, 
You may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe ; 
I ſtart at "had myſelf ; they fright my nature: 
Great is my fault; but blame not me alone: 
Give him a little — who took ſuch pains | 
To make me guilty. | 
Alon. Torment! ( Afeer a pauſe, Leon. . ſpeaks . 
Leon. O my ſhame! 
I ſue, and ſue in vain ; it is moſt juſt: 
When women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. | 
You hate me, you deſpiſe me: You do well? 
For what Pve done, I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 
O night, fall on me! I ſhall bluſh to 1 
Alon. Firſt periſh all. 
Leon. Say; what have you reſolv'd? _ | 
My father comes; what anſwer will you give him? 
Alon. What anſwer? Let me look upon that face, 
And read it there—Devote thee to another ! 
Not to be borne ! A ſecond look undoes me. 
Leon. And why undo you ? Isit then, my "ond, 
So terrible to yield-to your own wiſhes, * 
Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 
Cruel! to take ſuch pains to win a heart, 
Which you were conſcious you muſt break with parting. 
Alon. No, Leonora; I am thine for ever, 


(Runs and embraces her. 
In ſpight of Carlos—Ha! Who's that? My friend! 
(Starts wide from her. 
Alas! I ſee him pale; I hear his groans : | 
Hie foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds ; A / 
(I know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. 
Leon. How dreadful to be cut from what we love] 
Alon. Ah ! ſpeak no more. 
Leon. And ty'd to what we hate! 
Alon. Oh 
Leon. It is impoſſible ! 
Alon. Death! 
Leon. Can you? 


Alon. 


9 5 UE REVENGE. 
Alon. Oh 
Yes, take a limb; blu let! y virtue rape: 8 
Alas! my ſoul, this moment Idie for thee. { Breaks 
Leon. And are you-perjur'd then for virtue's ſake? 
How often have you ſworn? But go for ever S won. 
Alon. Heart of oy heart, and eſſence of my joy! 
Where art thou I'm thine: and thine for ever! 
The groans of friendſhip ſhall be heard no more 3 
For whatſoever crimes I can 3 
P'ye felt the pains already. 
Leon. Hold, Alonzo; | 
And hear a maid; whom doubly 4 haſt ques: 
| I love thy virtue, as I love thy perſon; | | 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me: 
But as I felt the pain, III deaf the fruit; 
Sn] ſhine out-in my turn, and how the world 
t example was not loſt upon me. 
Be Ares h, that I have _ been r 
In fight 7 ſuch a . bebe, . 
Nl ſuits a perſon honour' d with your r love. 
My other titles to that bliſs are e weak 3" | 
I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it 
Thus then I tear e for ever 
Shall I contribute to Alonæo's crimes ? EN 
No, tho' the life-blood guſhes from my bers 
You ſhall not be aſham' d. of Leonora, 
Or, that late time may put our names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink; take back the bright example 
You lately lent : O take it while you may; / 
While I can give it you, and be immortal.  [Extt. 
Alon. She's gone, and I ſhall ſee that face no more 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. 
When with cold dew'my fainting brow is hung, 
| And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue, 
ler name will tremble in a feeble moan, _ 
And Love, with Fate, divide my dying groan. 
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Enter ManvEL and ZANGA. ih 


Zan. IF this be true, I cannot blame your pain F 
For wretched Carlos; tis but human in yn 

But when arriv'd your diſmal EMT „ 

Man. This hour. 4 043442444 1453001 

Zan. What, not a veſſel Ev d! en ee 

Man. All, All, the ſtorm 129 
Devour d and now, Oer his late af fortune, 
The dolphin's bound, and watry mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his run. 

Zan. Is Alvarez _ | 
Determin d to deny his ad. to 110 ? 5 
That treaſure was on Kore ; 5 1. that too ie 6 
The common wreck? x 
Man. Alvares. pleads indeed, Sod 
That Leonora's ety is difinclin'd, 

And pleads that only; ſo it was this morning, we, 
When he concurr'd; The tempeſt broke the mate, 
And ſunk his favour, when ĩt ſunk the gold - 
he love of gold is double in his heart; 

The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear A . 

Man. Like a man, 2 
Whoſe heart feels moſt a human heart c can fel, | 
And reaſons beſt a human head can r 3 

Zan. But is he then in abſolute deſpair ? 49 #4 CR 

Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more: 3 1 „ 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvaren 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe b bis danger. 
W .z for he has learnt their loves. 


was not that receiv d with wal 
By Don Alonzo ? 


Man. Yes, at firſt; but ſoon < ... 
A la ver him; it would kill his blend. 


Zan. 


” 
” 


And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave vou. Carlos wants ſupport 
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2 Not if his eg conſented; and 2 now 


He can't himſelf eſpouſe her ya 8 


Man. Vet to aſk it 


HFas ſomething ſhocking to a nerous . 1 
At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirit beef . 


Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 


_ 


In his ſevere affliction. * it 1 wg 


Zan. Ha ! it dawns !—— 
It riſes to me like a new-found Gia | 
To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at 1 


Sore from a ſtorm, and all their viands 600 — X 


Or like the ſun juſt riſing out of chaos, © 


Some dregs of antient night not an WKY off: 


But I ſhall finiſh it—Ho ! Iſabella t' 2 
Enter Iſabella. en f 


N thought of dying better things come forward ; ; 
Vengeance is ftill alive ; from her dark covert, 


With all her ſnakes ereQ upon her creſt, 


-She ſtalks in view, and fires me with ber charms, 


| ; When, Iſabel, arriv'd Don Carts here ? 5 ing 


Iſab. Two nights ago. | kay. 7: 
Zan. That was the very night © 


Before the battle Memory, tet down that; . 


It has the eſſence of a crocodile, 
Tho! yet but in the ſhell—P! 5 it TEE 


What time did be return wr 


- Tab. At midnight. Ro 
Zan. So- | 
Say, did he ſee, that bt his Lenore? 
Jab. No, my good lord: | 
Zan, No matter—Tell me, woman, 


bs” Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious; 


Honeſt than ſubtle ; above fraud himſelf; an 4 


: Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? (him. 


Thtice 


Tſab. You beſt can judge; but ſo the world thinks of 
Zan. Why thatis well—Go fetch my tablets hither. 

'F Dior Iſabella. 

Two ni — ago, my father's facred ſhade | 

jo 'd around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 


He 
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He ſmibd, a joy chen little eee N 1 
It muſt be ſo — and if ſo, it is veugean ee "3 
Worth waking ofthe dead fol. 28 
Re-enter Iſabella with the tablets. e writes 3 gn, 
then reads as to bagel 72 4 
Thus it ſtands r 
The father's fixt Don Carlos cannot 5 Ph. 
Alonzo may—but that will burt his friend— 2 
Nor can he aſk his leave If he did, F 
He might not gain it—lIt is hard to give 2 
Our own conſent to ills, tho' we muſt bear them. — 
Were it not then a maſter⸗ piece, worth all 
The wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to perſuade 
Alonzo to requeſt it of his friend, Jo 
His friend to grant—then, from that very grant, | 
The ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip man-can give, 
(And other motives) to work out a cauſe 
Of jealouſy, to rack Alonzo's peace? r 
I have turn'd ver the catalogue of woes. 
Which ſting the heart of man, and find none equal: yy 
It is the Hydra of calamities _ 1 
The ſeven · fold death : The jealous are the damn'd, 
O jealouſy, each other paſſion's calm 
To thee, thou conflagration of the ſoul! 
Thou king of torments! thou grand counterpoize 
For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire! | / 
Tſab. Alonzo comes this way. 


4 
r 


1375 2 . 


Zan. Moſt op 80 n 
Withdraw Ve ſubtle Demons, okich 2 20 tra 1 3 
In courts, and do your work with bows and. ig 1 
That little engin'ry, more miſchievous e 


Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's wunder, i 7 
Teach me to look a lye ; give me your mane 
Of gloomy thought, and intricate deſignn, . 3 
To catch the man I hate, and then devour,; N 
Enter Alonzo. a 

My lord, I give you joy. | 

Alon. Of what, good Zanga 1% 8 

Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours 5 
Alon. What will become of Carlos? 
As He's your friend * | 


26 THE REVENGE. 
And ſince he can't eſpouſe the fair himſelf, 
Will take ſome comfort from Alongo's fortune 


Alon. Alas]. thou little know'ſt the force of love : 1 


Ne Love reigns a ſultan with unrivall'd ſway, _ 


Puts all relations, friendſhip ſelf, to death, 
If once he's jealous of it. "Yiowe W 
Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning b 
At his intended nuptials: For myſelf 
I then felt pains, w which n now for him I feel. 
Zan. You will not wed her then ? 
Alon. Not inſtantly : Y 
Inſult his broken heart the I EPO RIC ha 
Zan. I underſtand you: But you'll wed heteafter, 
When your friend's gone, and his firſt pain aſſwag' d 
Alon. Am I to blame for that; 
Zan. My lord, I love 
| Your very errors; they are born from virtue: 
Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims 
The heart?) does lead yon blindfold to your ruin. 
Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don Car.ss' match, and wherefore urge A4lonzo's ? 
 *T'was the ſame cauſe; the love of wealth: To- mor- 
May ſee Alonzo in Don Carlos fortune; (row 
A higher bidder is a better friend; 
And there are princes ſigh for Leoxora. a 
When your friend's gone, you'll wed ; why then the 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceaſe. | (cauſe, 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 
Why then 1 heap new torments on your friend, 
By that reſpe& which labour'd to relieye him 
Tis well; hel is diſturb'd; it makes him pauſe. ¶ Aſide. 
Alon. Think'ftthou my Zanga, ſhould laſk Don Carlos, 
His goodneſs will conſent that 1 ſhould wed her ? | 
Zan. 1 know it would. 
Alon. But then the cruelty 
To alk it; and for me to aſkł it of him! 
Zan. Methinks, you are ſevere „ N your friend: 
Who was it gave him liberty and life? ö 
Alon. That is the very reaſon which forbids it: 
Were Ia ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak : 
In me, it ſo reſembles a demand, 


— 


Exacting 


A TRAGEDY. © 27 
Exacting of a debt, it ſhocks my nature. 8 

Zan. My lord, you know the ſad alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang, or not? | | 
It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you 3 
Warmly as you, IL wiſh Don Carlos well z | 
But I am likewiſe Don Alonzo's friend: 
There all the difference lies between us two: 
In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf, 

And, give me leave to add, a better too, 

_ -Clea £ from thoſe errors, which, tho? caus'd by virtue, 
Are ſuch as may hereafter gi ve you pain. | 
Don Lopes, of Caſtile,” would not demur thus. 

Alon. Periſh the name ! What! ſacrifice che fait 
To age and illneſs, becauſe ſet in gold? 
Pl to Don Carlos, if my heart will let nee 
I have not ſeen him fince his ſore affliction m 
But ſhunn'd it, as too terrible to bear : 
How ſhall I bear it now? Pm ſtruck already. [Ex. A. 

Zan. Half my work is done. I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 
| [ He gives a meſſage to a ſervant, then returns. 
Proud, hated Spain / oft drench'd in Mooriſh blood; 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee? 
Shake not thy tow'rs where-e'er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer ? 
Shake to the centre, if Alonzo's dear. | k 
Look down, O holy prophet ! ſee me torte 
This Chriſtian dog, this infidel, which dares 
To ſmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law; 0 D545 
And yet hopes pleaſure from too radiant eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! . | 
Shall he enjoy thy paradiſe below ? = 41 
Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her charms. | 
But ſee the melancholy Lover comes. Wes 

Enter Don CaxLos. _ | 

Car. Hope, thou haſt told me lies from 475 to 5 | 
For more than twenty years; vile promiſer! 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 
Or very wiſe ; and 1 want fool enough, | 9 
To ſmile in vanities, and hug a ſhadow; ; | = 


Not have I wiſdom to elaborate 5 Hg _ 
B 2 | An 


. THERBVENOE 


An artificial happineſs from pains: 
*Evn joys are pains, becauſe they cannot 44. boi. | 
Yet much is talk*d of bliſs ; 1 it is the art | 
Of ſuch as have the world i In their: — « 1 
To give it a good name, that fools may ny ys #7 (ft 
For envy to {mall minds is flatter . f 
How many lift the head, look gay, and i 
Againſt their conſciences? And this we know | 3% 
Yet, knowing, diſbelieve ; and try again | 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with conviction; 
Each new experience gives the formet credit, 
And reverend grey Threeſcore is. but a _—_— fot} 
"That Thirty told us te. 7/1 200 1002 eee at 

Zan. My noble lord. | 0 
I mourn your fate: But are no hopes b « 

Car. No hopes. Alvares has a heart of ſteel : 
Tis fixt ; *tis paſt; tis abſolute deſpair. 

Zan. Vou wanted not to have your heart made — 
By your own pains, to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 

Car. I underſtand yan: ell. lane ovee': 3. 
I pity him. | 1 

Zan. 1 dare be ſworn you do: 1 "ts 


> Yet he has other thoughts. | ag), „ ods hol 


Car. What canſt thou mean? | 
Zan. Indeed he has; and fears to at; a ame: 

A ftranger from a ſtranger might requeſt ; 

What coſts you Nothing, yet is All to him : 

' Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 

For nothing more than withing your friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: His happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to death; but fo reveres his friend, 

He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid, 

Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk 

In perfect tenderneſs: I urg'd him to it, 

Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 

Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, | 

Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her; 3 

T wrung a promiſe from him he would try; 

And now I come a mutual friend to both, 

Without his privacy, to let you know. it, 

ASd to prepare you kindly to receive him. 


Car. 


* 
— 


A TRA EDy. 1 
Car. Ha if he weds, 1 am undone indeed: 
Not Don Alvares ſelf can then relieve me. 
Zan. Alas! my lord, you know his heart is feet; p 


Tis fixt ; tis paſt ; fis abſolute deſpair. 
Car. O'cruel heav'n! and is it not enough 


That I muſt never, never fee her more? 

Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 15 1 al 1 
But muſt I be tormented in the grave; 8 
Aſk my conſent {—Muft I then give her to „ein 2 

Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid? N 
O! Leonora never, never, never! | 

Zan. A ſtormof plagues upon him! He e ( 22 

Car. What ! wed her? and . 

Zan. To-day, or never: 

To-morrow'may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonso is thrown out like you; 

Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune 7 
Carlos is an Alvares to his love. 

Car. O torment ! whither ſhall I turn? 

Zan. To peace. 

Car. Which is the way? 

Zan. His bappineſs is yours. 

1 dare not diſbelieve you. 757 
Car. Kill my friend! 3 
Or worſe ! Alas! and can there be a work 
A worſe there is! nor can my nature bear it. 1 

Zan. You have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful taſk. 

I find Alonso's quitting her this morning, 
For Carlos“ ſake, in tenderneſs to you, 
Bettay d me to believe it left dete, + 
Than I perceive it is. TY bd 

Car. Thou doſt dmg meren 
Zan. No, my good lord; but ſinee you catrt comply; 
"Tis my misfortune that 1 mention d it; 

For had I not; Alonzo would indeed 8 
Have dy'd, as now; but not by your decree. 

Car. By my decree ! Do I decree his death? | 
I do—-S$halt I then lead her to. his arms? ; 
O! Which ſide ſhall T'take ? be'ftabb'd?" e deb? 
'Tis equal death, a chotce of 'agonies, 1 
Ah, no! all other agonies are caſe _ 


A. B 3 To 
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To one O Leonora Never, never! 
Go, Zanga, go ; defer the dreadful EF Nn 
Tho' but a day; ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to friendſhip, and to love: | 
Go ; ſtop my friend ; let me not ſee him now 3 
But ſave = f rom 5 bound; of death. 
Zan. My lord, I'm bound in duty to obe) 700 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo proper | 7 Aſide. 
[Exit Zanga. 
Car. What is this world 92 ſchool, O wg] d 
Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer; , + 
And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. | 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my dean, 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 
A grain at leaſt from the dead load ag on me, 
And gives a nearer proſpect of the gr n 
But put it moſt ſeverel ſhould I ©, 5+ ub ori cad 
Live long——Alas! there is no length in time; 
Notyn thy,time, O man!]! What's — — years? 
Nay, what indeed the age of time itſelf, _ 
Since cut from out eternity's wide round 2 bt 
Away then. To a mind reſoly'd and wit, 1 
There is an impotence in miſery, A. 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhaſtanre is in \ me. 
Vet, Leonora She can make time long ; 3 2 ww 11 
Its nature alter, as ſhe alter d mine: 320 . 
' While in the luſtre of her charms I1 | 
Whole ſummer ſuns rolld unperceiv' away 3 
I years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was ſurpriz d to hear that I grew. old ices! 
Now fate does rigidly i its dues regain, .- 
And every moment is an age of pain. 
As be is going out, * Zancaand Aron Zax- 
ps CARLOS. | 
Zan. Is this Don los ?. This the boaſted friend ? 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs ? * 
Look on him; and then leave him, if you can. 
Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him? Not his own: 
This moment he cou/d wed, without your leave.. | 
Car. I cannot yield, nor can I bear his grief. 
Alonzs ! [Going to bim, and taking bis 2 | 
4 on. 


S ® — 


1 


A TRAGEDY. 4 


Alon. O Carls? o 
Car. Pray, forbear. 5 
Alen. Art thou undone, and ol Alonzo ſmile ? 2 3 
Alonzo ! who perhaps in ſome d 4 — 3 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadfu fate? 
I was deputed guardian of thy love ; 
But, O! I lov'd myſelf. Pour down, Aflictions ! 
On this devoted head ; make me your mark ; 
And be the world by my example taught, 
How ſacred it ſhould hold the name of friend ! 
Car. You charge yourſelf unjuftly ; well I know 
The only cauſe of my ſevere affliction. 
Alvarez, curs' d Alvarez——$S0 much anguiſh, 
Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, 1s one merit 
Which faultleſs virtue wants. The crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail; 
Tho' well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour f 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah! who could bear 
Thoſe eyes unhurt? The wounds myſelf have felt, 
Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee; 
They plead in thy excuſe ; for I too ſtrove | 
To ſhun thoſe fires, and ſound twus not in man; © 
Alon. You caſt in ſhades the failures of a friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
J know m guilt ; ; and I implore your pardon, 
As the fole glimpſe I can obtain of peace. | 
Car. Pardon for him who, but this morning, threw 
Fair Leanora from his heart, "all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? 
Who, like a roſe-leaf, wet with morning dew, - 
Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there ? 
But 'twas in thee, thro' fondneſs to thy friend, 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt ecſtaſies ; 
Por which, whilſt this pulſe beats, jt beats to " ; 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonzo ; 
And every wiſh is levell'd at thy joy. rs, 
Zan. to Alon. My lord, my lord, this is your time to 


peak. 
Alon: to Zan. Becauſe he's kind ? It therefore. is the 
worſt; 
For tis his — which I fear to hurt: 22 
B 4 Shall 


| 1 
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Shall the ſame moment ſee him ſink in woes, 
And me providing for a flood: of joys, 

Rich in the plunder of his happineſs ? 

No; I may die; but I can never ſpeak. 

Car. Now, now it comes! they are concerting it ; 

The firſt word ſtrikes me dead O Leonora 

And fhall another. taſte her fragrant breath? 

Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs? — 

Fathers may change, and I may wed her till. [Afide: 

Alon. to Za. De 1 not ſee him quite poſſeſe d with 
? THAT 

Which, bike > diet ities him to and fro; 

And ſhall I pour in new? No, fond deſire; 

No, love! One pang at parting, and farewel: 

1 have no other love but Carlos now. | | 
Car. Alas! my friend, why with ſuch eager _w | 
Doſt preſs my band, and weep upon my cheek 
Aon. If, after death, our forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 

And friends meet friends, nd read each other's hearts, 
Thou'lt know, one day, that thou walt held moſt dear. 
Farewel. 

Car. Alonz0, ftay—He cannot fell [ Holds his. | 
Left it ſhould grieve me—Shall I be out-done? 
And loſe in glory, as 1 loſe in love? Laar, 

I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, * 

You think ſo meanly fx me, not to ſpeak, 

When, well I know, your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you ? 
Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and life. 

Alon. There, there it is, my friend; it cuts me chere. 
How dreadful is it, to a generous mind, | 
To aſk, when ſure it cannot be deny'd [5.2 

Cap. How greatly thought! In all he tow'rs bor 

me. — en 

Then you confeſs you would alk fometkingof me. 

Alon. No, on my ſoul. _ 

Zan. to Alon. Then loſe her. | 
Car. (A ſide.) Glorious ſpirit! eo 


*% 5 
* 


Why, what a ber he run through for this! . 
* heay' n, I envy him his — ee ene 


Why 


ADPRAGEDY 33 
Why was not mine the moſt illufttions ww wo 1 


Of ſtarting at one action from helo＋wt ana 
And flaming up into conſummate — Moe A 
Ha! Angels, then me Alt ſhall be o. | 


I can't want:ſtrength, © Great actions, once conceiv id, 
Sttengthen like wine, and animate the ſoul, * 
And call themſelves to being. [Afide.] My Alonzo 4 
Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 10 J 

Receive with favour that I make to thee. 5 AI er 


Alon. What means my Carle?" 567 itte lde al 
Car. Pray obſervè me wel ys ood 1 
Fate and Alvaresz'tote her —— hioudbs is e 


And, plucking up my love, they had well nigh... 
Pluck'd up life too; for they were twin d ae. 
Of that no more What now does reaſon bid? 
I cannot wed———Farewel, my happineſs ; | 
But. O:my:ſout!; wirh care provide for bers: 5 
In life, how weak, how helpleſs, is a woman 1 1 
Soon Kurt, in happ ineſs itſelf unſafe,'! 5) 1 
And often wounded, while ſhe plucks the role ; „ wig 
80 propeily the object of affliction, 1 RO! a 
That heav'nãs pleas'd to make diſtreſs bio her, * 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tears. a 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair; 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine; 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life 113 0 
With thy ſurrounding arms Do this; and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou:gav'ſt me 
As little things, as eſſuys of thy goodnels, 
And rudiments of friendſhip fo divine. 
Alon. There is a grandeur in thy goodneſs to me, 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador d: 
But have a care; nor think I can be pleas d 
With any thing that lays in pains for thee : 
Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy heart's in tears. 
Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 
round, 
And at my eye pleaſure looks out in ſmiles. 
Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora 2 
Car. I do not part with her; 1 give her thee. 3 
Alon. O Carlos! B 5 Car. 


1 


Car. Don't diſtruſt me; Pm ſincere; 4 
Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me: ah 8 05 
Ibis morn didſt thou reſign her for my ſake; 

I but perform a virtue learnt from tee: 

Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes. c 
Alon. Ah! 0 2 But n not words were ever 

Wenn | 

For ſuch occaſions: Genet, ae * ein 3 

Are languid eloquence - Plh ſeek relief 

In abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs 5 

There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole — f 

Adore, and raiſe m = ts of them by thee. ' (bar 

Zan. . K 3 e cron br my 
My next — ", to ſen theſe * nuptials 3 . u 
And then my maſter-works begin to play. 

Why this was greatly done, without one figh [ToCar. 

To carry ſuch a glory to its period, fo ot lg! 
Car. Too ſoon thou-praiſeſt me. He's gone N en e 

I muſt unfluice:my over-burden'd heart, 5 

And let it flow: I would not grieve my dend 

With tears, nor interrupt my great deſign: 4 2 881 1 

Great, ſure, as ever human breaſt durſt dank — nA * 

But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their confinement with i impetuous ſway; 
O'erſwell all bounds, and bear een life away: 
So, till the day was won, the Greek: renown d,. ff 

With anguiſh, wore the arrow in his wound 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd' 2 i 


: 15 guſh. 5 torrent of bis err and we 1 ba}. 
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Enter ZanGa and ISABELLA. . 


Zax A. 


Joy, thou welcome ſtranger ! twice three years: 155 
I have not felt thy vital beam; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart „ 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the ground, mn 
And I could mount——The ſpirits bai tel, Bah 
Of my dear countrymen,. which yeſterday *- 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me. 
O bridegroom great indeed thy preſent bliſs; 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ;. for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it while thou may'ſt ;. 
Anguiſh, and groans, and death, beſpeak to-morrow: 
My 1/abella ! 
1ſab. What commands my Moor? 
Zan. My fair ally! my lovely miniſter! _ 
"Twas well Alvares, by my arts impell'd,. 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt deſpair, 
And fo prevent all future moleſtation) 
Finiſld the nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd chem; 5: 
This conduct ripen d all for me, and ruin: 
Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite per form'd, 
When I, by facred inſpiration, forg'd. 
That letter, which I truſted to thy hand; | 
That letter, which, in glowing terms, conveys, F 
From happy Cle to fair Leonora, | 
The moft profound.acknowlegement. of heart 
For wond'rous tranſports, which he never knew: 
This is a good ſubſervient artifice, | 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. | 
Lab. J quickly dropt it in the bride's apartment, 
As you commanded. 
Zan. With. a lucky band ;; 


Forr 
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For ſoon Alonzo found i it. I obſerv'd him 

From out my ſecret ſtand: He took it up; 

But ſcarce was it unfolded to his fight, _ _ * 

When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 

_ Started, and, trembling, dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghaſt awhile my victim ſtood, 

Diſguis d a ſigh or two, and puff'd them from him "* 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again: 
At firſt he look' d as if he meant to read it 

But, check d by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus; 1 

And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boſom. 

Jab. But if he read it dot, it n man lers, 665 

At leaſt not mortally. > TH: 55 

Zan. At firſt I 8 it ſoz e tack ca 30 

But farther thought informs me otherwiſe, 

And turns this Fre pointment to account. 

He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, 


. (If *tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 


5 [ injure her: She wears the face of heav'n. 


Laab. That would indeed * my. 3 All: | 
Zan. This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos picture; . 
Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that, found, 
It may riſe up a witneſs of her love, ;.--;\ = 
Un ler her pillow; in her cabinet, 
Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
Tſab. I'Il weigh it as its conſequence requires; 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. Exit. Iſab. 
Zan. Is that Alongo ptoſtrate on the ground ? 
How he ftarts up like flame. from ſleeping embers, " 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 
If thus a flight ſurmiſe can Work his ſoul, 
How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him! 
Enter ALONzZ0. | 
Alon. And yet it cannot be I am deceiy " dogs 


Zan. He doubts. 


| A La. 
Alon. I dare not look on this again: | 


If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 
Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 
The certainty would daſh me all in pieces. 
It cannot—Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true. [Starts 


5 


— ä — 
=" 


A TRAGE DT. 14 

Zan. Hold there, and we ſucceed: He has deſcry d 

And (for he thinks L love him) will anfold (me, 

His aching heart, and reſt it on my cονẽ,õvu. 

PII ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. ons 
Alon. {Hold;: Zange 3 Cur. winters! 

Zan. My lord... 1b. 281 1% 


Alon. Shut cloſe the door, 9401109 YAF BG 
That not a ſpirit find an pee here: 70 1 | 
Zan. My ord's obey d. . ak Ane. 
Alon. I ſee that thou art filghted:s. wiki ,vin% 
If thou doſt love me, I hall fill by heart 
With ſcorpions ſtingse i 4497 1194s Dl mh gr 
Zan. If I do love, my og Led. rv 
Alon. Come near me; let me ate thy W 
(What pillow like the boſom of a friend 1 
For I am ſick at heart. 1 lie of 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, : ao [127 t- 420%. 
And take me from the or e. I 17: 
Alon And is there need: , WA. 2 * N "_ £5 ; 


Of words? Behold a e q Yeo * tears! 
Zan. 1:fgelthem too: Heav'n grant any ſenfer-fall 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. (me! 
Alon. Go, take a round thro? all 1.8755 in "uf 
* thou ght, 5 TIE V9 
And find that. — dfin thared is only ener ei 
Which could extort my tears; find that, and el 1 
Thyſelf my mis' ty; and ſpare me the pain. 
Zan. Sorrow can think but 11 am rbowilder'd; 
I know not where I am; +++ . 
Alon. Think, think no more; , 1 U. 
It ne'er can enter in an honeſt heart. , 
Pl tell thee then cannot. Let 1 do, 
By wanting force to give it utterance. | 
Zan. Speak; eaſe your heart; its throbs will break 
your boſom. WHEN: 56 
Alon. I am moſt happy; mine is victory, | 
Mine the king's favour, ! mine the nation's ſhout,. - .. 
And great men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 
O curſe of curſes! In the lap of bleſſing -* 
To be moſt curſt !: -My Lau 8 falſe! 
Zan. Save me, my lord. | 


"Mw 
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Alon. „ Leonoru's falſe. [Gives him the latter. 
Zan. Then heay'n has loſt its image here on earth. 
"© (While Zanga rad the letter, be n and FO 
4; KN] the utmoſt, concern. Van 
Alon. Good-natur d man! He makes 0 pains his 
I durſt not read it; but Tread it na (Con, 
In thy concern. . 8 
Zan. Did you not read i it then? 
Alon. Mine eye juſt touch'd it, and could bearno more: 
Zan. Thus periſh all that gives Alonzo pain. 
u 2 the letter 
Alen. Why did thou. tear t TA 
Zan. Think of it no more: 
Twas your miſtake; and groundleſs are your fears. 
hos. And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake ? 
Or give the whole contents; or, by the pangs | 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 
Zan. Is this Alonzd's language to his Zanga?. 
Draw forth your ſword, and find the ſeeret here: 
For whoſe ſake is it, think you, I conctal it?: 
Wherefore this rage? Becauſe I ſeek your daten * 
I have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing itt. 
But what good- natur d tenderneſs for du 
O bligez me to have. Not mine the heart 


That will be rent in two; not mine the fame . 
That will be damn d, tho all the — it. 
Alon. Then my worſt fears are true, and life is paſt! 
Zan. What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter d 2 
F know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are windet, ſure, Punk. 
I nothing own'd—But grant I did confeſs. 1 
Wbat is a letter? Letters may be forg dc. 
For heav'n's ſweet ſake, m yy lord, lift up your heart: 
' Somefoe to your Tepoſe=——. 
Alon. So heav'n look on me, 0 4 
As I can't find the man I have alfended: , 
Zan. Nerd Indeed 4 er innocence is not our: 
..- ſhield: 
They take offence, * ages not been dad; 
They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair; 
EAT often ambuſh'd in their * 


__ A TRAGEDY: 39 
We know not whom we have to fear. ede, | 
A letter may be forg d; 1p de Bil: wal 
Of ſuch a dreadful „ et 
One would rely on nought that mr 7 be "Rs 
Think; have you any other — to doubt her dab 
Away; you can find none: Reſume your ſpirit, & 
All's well a Sigh. 71 | 
Ann. O that it were! 
Zan. It is; | 
For who would credit hn which, credited, | 
Makes hell ſuperfluous by ſuperior pains, 100 
Without ſuch proofy as cannot be withſtood? | | 
Has ſhe. not ever been to virtue train d? Ai 
Is not her fame as ſpotleſsas the ſunn ;, 
Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain? 
Alon. O Zanga It is that confounds me moſt, 175 
That full in oppoſition to appearance 
Zan. No more, my lord; for you condemn y youre 
What is abſurdity, Hat red in 
nſt appearance ?—You can't yet, Land, 
ä — your paſſion to your better ſenſe— 
And, truth to tell, it does not much dupleacc me: 725 
Tis fit our indiſcretions ſhould' be check d, : 
With ſome degrees of pain. | ; 
Alon. What indiſcretion ? | 5 
Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear! your fiults FRY 


os 


Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the court (me. 
The night befote the battle, that foul flave, i 
Who forg'd the fenſeleſs ſaroll which gives you bein, 1 
Had wanted footing for his ame 1 N 

Alon. | ſent him not.. | 

Zan. Not ſend him He That frrikes me. 
thought he came on meſſage to the ro do OT 
Is there another cauſe could juſtify: e 


His ſhunning danger, and the promis d fight i 

But I perhaps may think too rigidly; / 

So long an abſence, and impatient. le ee 
Alon. In my confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me: 

By heav'n my wounded foul does bleed afreſh ;: 

"Tis clear as day for Carlos is fo brave, 

He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 


And! 
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Andis anamoti d aß che face of dear o/it) 50d u 0c. i 
How then could he dedlinelthe nem day's battle 

But for the trauſports 7 O, ñ̃t muſt be o 1 45 10 
Inhuman, by the loſg of hib own'honour, 91 b/\yow 220 
To buy the ruin of ene in 20 ud: Amit Þ 


Zan. You wrong him: dit ban $5 B07 :e. 
He knew not of your love. | MESH om DHA 

Alon. Ha! | 3199 11 282 N 

Zan. That ſtings houmunme. 4 CAfte. 


Alon. Indeed, he knew nat of my treacherous love 
Proofs riſe on proofs, and ſtill the laft wave g eu 5 
Th' eternal law of things declares it true, e 
Which calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilr, >0} 46 
And loves to make pur erime our puniſhment; - 9H 
Love is my torture; Love was firſt. ime: 
For ſhe was his, my friend's,” and he (O horror 55 
: Confided all in me. O ſacred fait!!! 1 
How:dearly: L abide thy violation! o nn 
Zan. Were then their loues far gone? © 63 281 
Alon. The father's will #\/ — 22ne ogg, ning 
There bore a total ſway:;' and he, e 3 dug , 
As news arriw'd, that Carlor fleet was ſeen 
From off our coaſt, firẽd with the love of gold, 5 5 Tus 


. — 


Determin d, that the very ſun which ax tA 


Carlos return, ſhould ſee his daughter Wed. e. 
Lan. Indeed, my lord Then you muſt pardon me, 
If [ preſume to mitigate the crime 11:7 1 ov Wat 
Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guiſt : 
Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, | 77 
At midnight his return, the next day deſtin d Y! 
For his „ eee twas a —_— eee x 

Alon. Vemptation ! + 

Zan. *'Twas but 8 of ane: night 0 

Alon. One night! 29 lcd We Ha: . 1 
Zan. That crime r nel er return 


in. iii £2.01 
Alon. Again! By heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy lord. 1 
Temptation4{-One: miekt gain'd! O ſtings and death! 
And am I then undone? Alas, my Tongs: « aer 
And doſt thou own it too? Deny it ſtill, 1 
nd rt * one ene n itracton. 2 

, 44.5 3 A eq il | oy an. 
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A TRAGEDY, wo 
Zan. My lord, T hope'the beſt. 15 05 Js h 
Alon. Falſe, fooliſh hope: 14200 irs 
And inſolent to me? Thou know'ſt it falle; 3 LF 
It is as glaring as the noon-tide ſun. ad 
Devil ; this morning after three years coded, 62 . 
To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me! 1 
T'was time to feign; twas time to get another, ** 
When her firſt fool was ſated with beauties. 2 4 
Zan. What ſays my lord? Did Leonora then 1 
Never before diſcloſe her paiion for you: 1 4 0 
Alon: Neve. : N UK 
Zan. Throughout the whole three years! | 
Alon. O never I never 
Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſt thou ſtrive > "Tis all in vain 3 
Tho! thy ſoul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah! Tm plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in deſpair. ' © 114 
Zan. Hold, Sir; II break your fall—Wave ore 


fear, 
And i a man in- 8d be enjoy'd her; 
Be moſt afſur'd, he had reſign'd her to your 
With leſs reluQtance. | 
Alon. Ha! reſign her to AT AMANN® IJ 
| Reſign her Who reſign her? Double death 1 
Hoe could I doubt fo long? My heart is broke : 49" 
Firſt love her to diftraQion then reſign her? 
Zan. But was it not with utmoſt agonß)7ꝰ 
Alon. Grant that, he ſtill reſign'd her ; that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me? - 
Tear out his heart? —She was his heart no more 
Nor was it with reluQance he reſign'd her. 
By heav'n, he aſk d, he courted, me to wed : 


T thought it ſtrange ; tis now no longer fo. We SN} ©, £28 
Zan. Was't his requeſt? Are you right ſure of that? 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 0 


Alon. A tale ! There's proof equivalent to ſight. 

Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my ſight on this occaſion. 

Alon. And fo ſhould I ; by heav'n, I think, I ſhould. 
What, Leonora the divine, by whom [803 PE 
We gueſs'd at angels? O! I'm all Be 1 


. 


4% - THEREVENGE. = 
Zan. You are now too much ruffled to think clearly: 
Since bliſs and horror, life and death, hang on it, 

Go to your chamber; there maturely weigh 
Each circumſtance; conſider, above all, 
That it is e peculiar nature e | 
To ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of nought 
TJ.o conjure much; and then to loſe its reaſon - 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form d. 
An. Had J ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv'd: I fear tis doomſday with me; 
And yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought heav'n 
Borrow'd her form for virtue's ſelf to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men, [Exit Alon. 


/ Enter IsABELLA. 


Zan. Thus far it works auſpiciouſſy. My patient 
Thrives, underneath my hand, in miſery : : 
1 ᷓ ne to think; that is, to be diſtracted. 

Iſab. I overheard your conference, and ſaw you, 
To my amazement tear the letrer. | 
Zan. There, : 
There, Iſabella, I out-did myſelf:  _ 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 

In its firſt force, but ſuperadd a new: 


For who can now the character examine 


To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect the fraud? 
And, after tearing it, as loth to ſhew _ 
'The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 
A forgery, my lord would diſbelieve me; 
Nay, more would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore.. 
But is the picture happily diſpos d of? 
Had. Its; 
Zan. That's well——Ab! what is well? O pang to 
think! 6 SOT. 
O dire neceſlity! Is this my province ? . 
Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy ſphere? Eer while, far, far above 
uch little arts, diſſemblings, falſhoods, frauds, 
The traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls | 


To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread : Doe: 
N | | a M 


— 


A TRAGEDD T. 

Does this become a ſoldier? This become 
Whom armies follow'd, and a people lov'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought: 
But great my end ; and fince there are no other, 
"Theſe means are juſt. ; 3 ſhine with borrow'd light, 
Illuſtrious from t e they purſue. 

And greater ſure — — who, to gain 

A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtain 3 

To wade thro ways obſcene, my honour my” 

And ſhock my nature, to attain my end: 

Late time ſhall wonder; that my Joys will raiſe; 3 

For downed is een W 


IW - 
— 
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11 - ALonzo./ 1's Wind 


What a pain 110 think! when every este, 
N Perplexing thought, in i intricacies runs, 
And reaſon knits tl? inextricable toil, 
In which herſelf is taken] I am lot; 
Poor inſect that I am, I am involv'd, 
And bury'd in the web myſelf have wrought! 
One argument is balanc'd by another, 
And reaſon reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 
And proofs are countermin'd by equal Proofs. 
No more I'Il bear this battle of the mind, 
This inward anarchy ; bu ul find my wife, 
And, to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſecret from her. 1 
Zan. O forb ear! 1 os 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 4 
Zan. That will diſcover all, 
And kill my hopes: What can I think or 60 (Aſide. 
Alon. What! doſt thou murmur? 
Zan. Force the ſecret from her! 
What's perjury to ſuch a crime. as this? 
Will the confeſs it then? O roundleſs hope ! 
But reſt afſur'd, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king; 
Such is her father's power. _ 
Alon. No more; I care not: 
Rather than groan beneath this load, I'll die. 
Zan. But for what better will you change this load? 
Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ? 
Alon. No; it would cure me of my mortal pangs : 
By hatred and contempt, I ſhould deſpiſe her ; 
And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh. 


Zan. 


A [TRAGEDY as + 
Zan. Ah } e of that, my lord 1 
Alon. What then? | 
Zan. „eng 80 hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
Alin. What doſt ou mean? Thou know'ſt I'm on 
the rack : 


P11 not be play'd with; ſpeak, if thou baſt aught, 
Or I this ſtant fly to Leonor 


Zan. That is to death. lord, 1 am not OY 
_ ſo far gone in guilt to Mylo 1 OI; 

| Tho! gone too far, heav'n knows Tis Iam r 

I have took pains, as you I know obſerv d, 

To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 

And turn'd aſide your thoughts from the dereion | 
Alon. Thou doſt confound mw. 
Zan. Iconfound myſelf ; WE | 

And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, 

Nought but your life in danger could have torn | _ 

The ſecret out, and made me on my crime. 

Alon. Speak quickly ; Zanga, be 

Zan. Not yet, dread Sir: 
Firſt I muſt. be aſſur'd, that if you find 1208 
The fair one 1 3 as you aſſur'd me. 18 


Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your ſoul. 
Alon. O ! "twill, by heav'n. 


Zan. Alas! I fear it 8 | 
And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but 1 of this 
Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain _ 

From all ſelf- violence, and fave my lord. 

Alon. I trebly ſwear. : 

Zan. You'll bear it like a man ? | 3 

Alon. A god. 

Zan. Such have you been to me theſe tears confeſa 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: (its 
And what amends is now within my pow'r, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 

And, as a bleſſing, claim my puniſhment ? | 
Know then, Don Carlos — 

Alon. OB! | „ 

Zan. Vou cannot bear it. 

Alon. Go on; Þ ll have it, tho' it blaſt a 
Pl have it all, and inſtantly, —— Go on. Soy 

| an. 


45 THE REVENGE. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night 
Enter LEONORA. 
Leon. My lord Alonzo, you a1 are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our joy. 
Aon. Pl come, my Love: Sona 
Be not our friends deſerted oy us boch 3 
Pll follow you this moment. | 
Leon. My good lord. 
I do obſerve ſeverity of thought 
Upon your brow. , Aught hear you from the Moors 2 
Alon. No, my delig 8 
Leon. What then employ your mind ? (friend me. 
Alon. Thou, love, only thou; fo heav'n be- 
As other thought can find no entrance here. 
Leon. How good in you, my lord, yen: nations cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms 0 
To drop one thought on me (impatience. 
Alon. Doſt thou then prize it? (He fhews the utmoſt 
Leon. Do you then aſk it? 
Alon. Know then, to thy comfort, 
Thou haſt me all ; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone; Ive thought of nothing elſe ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my ſoul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect thee. 
Leon. J obey. (Exit Leon. 
Alon. Is that the face of curs'd hypocriſy ? 
If ſhe is guilty, ftars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall no more belong to heav n 
Don Carlos did return at dead of. night : 
Proceed, good Zanga ; ſo thy tale began. | 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night ; ; 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did I 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate: 
He told me he had letters for the king, 
Diſpatch'd from you. l 
Alon. The villain ly'd. 
Zan. My lord, f 
I pray es orted at his ght, 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could ſuſpect him of an artifice ?) 
No fartherl eaquir'd; but let him paſs, 


Falſe 


A TRAGEDY. - 45 


Falſe to my truſt ; at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our watch reliey'd, I went into the garden, 

As is my cuſtom when the night's ſerene, 

And took a moon-light walk; when ſoon I heard 
A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me; 

I ſaw two lovers in each other's arms, 

Embracing and embrac'd: Anon the man 
Aroſe ; and, falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently a while; then ruſh'd at once; 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, 

There ſoftly ſigh'd ; © O night of ecſtaſy! / 
When ſhall we meet again? Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora fortn. Ps 


Alon. O] O my heart! [He finks into a chair. 


Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my ſoul. 
Tis thro? his heart; his knees ſmite one another: 
*Tis thro? his brain; his eye balls roll in !!h. [Afide. 
My lord, my lord, why will you rack * 5 
Speak to me; let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do you not know me, Sir ? Pray look ypon me: 
You think too deeply: Pm your awn Zanga, 
So lov'd, ſo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you. — 
Where ſtart you in ſuch fury? Nay, my lord, 
For heav'n's fake ſheath your ſword ! What can this 
Fool that I was, to truſt you with a ſecret; (mean? 
And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O paſſion for a woman ! On the ground? 
Where is your boaſted courage ? Where your ſcorn, 
And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 
And chace your love-bred agonies away ? 


Riſe, Sir, for honour's ſake. Why ſhould the Moors, 


Why ſhould the vanquiſh'd, triumph ? 
Alon. Would to heaven, 

That I were lower ſtill! O ſhe was All! 
My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 
All ſtoop'd to her; by blood was her poſſeſſion : 
Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart, 
She liv'd with life, and far the dearer the: 
But—and no more—ſet nature in a blaze; 
Give her a fit of jealouſy—away—— 


1 
{| 
N 
' 


48 THEREVENGE: 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd 3 
And not to think on't, is impoſſible. 
How fair the cheek, chat firſt alarm'd my foul! 
- How bright the eye, that ſets it on a flame 
How ſoft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 
For years to gumber, unawak'd by care ! 
How fierce the tranſport ! how ſublime the bliſs !— 
How deep, how black, the horror, and deſpair ! 


Zan. You ſaid, you'd bear it like a man. 
Alon. J do. 


Am I not moſt diſtracted? 
Zan. Pray be calm. 
Alon. As hurricanes: Be thou aſſur'd of that, 
Zan. Is this the wiſe Alonzo ? 
Alon. Villain, no: 
He dy'd in th? arbour; he was murder'd there: 
I am his demon, tho'—my wife! my wife! 
Zan. Alas! he'weeps. 
Alon. Go, dig her grave. 
Zan. My lord! DT | 
Alon. But that her blood's too bot, I would carouſe it 
Around my bridal-board. 5 
Zan. And I would pledge thee. ( Afide. 
Alon. But I may talk too faſt. - Pray let me think, 

And reaſon mildly.—Wedded and undone 
Before one night deſcends—O haſty evil! 

What friend to comfort me in this extreme! 
Where's Carlos ? Why is Carlos abſent from me ef 
Does he know what has happen'd ? | 

Zan. My good lord! 
Alon. O depth of horrors ! He !—my boſom friend! 
Zan. Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my lord. 
Alon. To death. 
Gaze on her with both eyes fo ardently ! 
Give them the vulturs ; tear them all in pieces ! 


Zan. Moſt excellent ! e 
Alon. Hark ! you can keep a ſecret. 
In yonder arbour bound with jeſſamin; (der ! bo 


Who's that? What villain's that? Unhand her —Mur- 
Tear them aſunder—Murder—How they grind 8 | 
8 | | y 


61 


A TRAGEDY. 49 
My heart betwixt them -O let go o my heart! "6 
Yet let it go—Embracing and embracd?! © 
O peſtilence— Who let him in? A traitor. 1 
(Goes to ſtab Zanga: he prevents Bin. 
Alas! my head turns round, and my limbs fail me. 
Zan. My lord! | 
Alon. O villain, villain, moſt accurſt! 
If thou didſt know it, why didſt let me wed ? 
Zan. Hear me, my lord; your anger will abate: 
I knew. it not; I ſaw them i in the garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in lovers deſtin'd for each other: 
By heav'n, I thought their meeting innocent. 


| Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue, 


Till rk s conſpir'd to blacken it? 
Sad proofs, which came too late ; which broke not out 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarez haſte 1) © Ges 
Till-holy rites had made the wanton yours ; 3 
And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 
In duty, and compaſſion to your peace. (thee. 
| 3 Live now; be damn'd hereafter; for I want 
night of ecſtaſy Ha! was't not ſo? 
— 45 this murder Let me think 
The jeſs'min bow'r ; tis ſecret and remote: 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 
(Exit Zanga. 
How the 800 ſound ſtill ſings within my ear! 
When ſhall wwe meet again? To- night, in hell. 
As he is poing, Enter Leonora. 
Ha! Tm ſurpriz'd; 4 ſtagger at her charms. 
O angel - devĩ Shall! fab her now ? 
No, it ſhall be as I had firſt determin'd: 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loſt. 
Then I muſt now diſſemble—if I can. 
Leon. My lord, excuſe me ; ſee, a ſecond time 
I come in embaſſy from all your friends, 
Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 
Alon. This moment, Leonora, 1 was coming 
'To thee, and all—But ſure, or I miftake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire = friends with joy. 


# 


Leon. 


5 THER aha 
Leon. Why ſighs my lord? 
Alon. I fight 
Leon. I thought you 4 Your ſighs: are mine m 
And [ ſhall feel them all. "bg * 
Alon. Doſt flatter me 2 | 5 
Leon. If my regards fot you are . | 
Full far i bat I ftretch'd the compliment ; 3 
In this day's ſolemn fite. | 
Alon. What rite? 


Leon. You ſport me. 

Alon. Indeed 1 do; my heart is fall of mirth. 
Leon. And fo is mine 1 look on chearfulneſs, 
As on the health of r 

Alon. Virtue - Dem 
Leon. What fays my lord? _ 

Alon. Thou art exceeding fair. 

_ © "Leon: Beauty alone is but of little worth; 

But when the ſoul and body of a piece, 

"Both ſhine alike ; then they obtain a price, 

And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 
Heav'n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours : 
Af fair and innocent, I am your due. 

Alon. Innocent! 
Leon. How —My lord, I interrupt you. 


Alon, No, my belt life; I ouſt wag part with thee: d 


This hand is mine. O!] what a hand is here? 

"So ſoft, ſouls fink into it, and are bolt 

Leon. In tears, my lord? 

Alon. What 8 can ſpeak my Joy _—_ 

I gaze, and I forgot my own exiſtence ; 
2 all a viſion; my head ſwims in heav'n. 


Wherefore, oO! wherefore, this expence of a? 


- And wherefore? O! 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 
And drink in 2 my being from thine eyes; 


And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deſtruction— 

Leon. How, my lord! What mean you? 

Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 755 


. "00 


Or caſt me out for ever ng your + love. 


not, Leonora. _ 3k (lord, 


5 


E 
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1, 


Speak then; 


A TRAGEDY. 

Aon. Art thou concern d for me? 

Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour? 
I am ill- us d, my lord; I muſt not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny d me? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me?? 
Nay, my good lord, Ihavea title hete; ¶ Taking bis hand. 
And I will have it. Am I not your wife ??“? | 
Have I not juſt authority to no 
That heart, which I have purchas d with my on? 
Lay it before me then; it is my due. 


Unkind Alonxo, tho I might demand it, 
Behold, I kneel! See, Leonora kneels, 


And deigns to be a beggar for her own! 


Tell me the ſecret ; I conjure you tell me. 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day; 
Alvarez? dau * trembles in the duſt:: 
| Ann you ſpeak, or I expire. 
And load you with my death. My lord my lord! q 
Alon. Hal hal hat _ 4; 
Hie breaks from ber, * Be 75 upon the floor. . | 
Leon. Are theſe the j joys which fondly 1 concery'd? : 
And is it thus a wedded life begins? | 
What did 1 part with, when I gave my heart? 
I knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
Why did I leave my tenderifather's wing 
And venture into love? The maid that loves, 
Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatter d plank, 
And puts her truſt in miracles for ſafety. | 
Where ſhall I ſigh? Where pour out my complaint? 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redreſs, 
He, is the ſource of all. ö 
Aon. Go to thy chamber; f 
I ſoon will follow: That which now diſturbs 5 5 
Shall be clear dup, eee halt not condemn me. 
I Exit Leonora. 
O, how like n the looks! What, ſtab her, 
And ruſh her into blood ?—l never can: 
In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand. 
How then? Why thus—No more; it is determin d. 
A Ta Enter 


e REVENGE. 


ot. 


Enter. Zanca. 

Zan. I fear his heart has fail'd him. She muſt die 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, - | 
To ſting out human nature, and effect it?! 

Alon. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing "OY 


= Thoſe ſkies, thro* which it rolls, muſt all have end. 


What then is man? The ſmalleſt part of nothing. 


Day buries day; month, month; and year the year: 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. - 

Can then death!s ſelf be fear'd ? Our life much rather: 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude ; 

Death joins us to the great majority: 

Tis to be born to Plato's and to Cale, 

Tis to be great for ever; 


*Tis pleaſure, tis ambition, then, to die. 


Zan. I think, my lord, you talk d of death. 
Aon. I did. 

Zan. I give you 107 chen Leonora dead * 
Alon. No, Zanga, no; the greateſt guilt is mine: 
»Tis mine, who might have marb d his midnight viſit 


Who might have mark d his tameneſs to of: -her ; 


Who might have-mark'd her ſudden turn of 

Theſe, and a thouſand tokens more; and yet 

(For which the faints abſolve my foul 1 r wel. 
Zan. Where does this tend? 
Aon. To ſhed a woman's: blood 


Ove: 


> 


Would ſtain my ſword, and make my itn ingloriouss 


But juſt reſentment: to myſelf, bears in it 
A ſtamp of greatneſs above vulgar minds: 
He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does in ſome ſort that reaſon NP | 
And take a flight w np n. 114 of 
Zan. Alas l m A une 

Tis not your Er Ae 07 105 b 9G 
Thoſe arguments, and throws you on _ ſword : 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is ſo bri 1 
Vou cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is ſo . 
That has ten thouſand ecſtaſies in A e 
For Carlos? No, my lord; I mean for you. 

rok ( . | Alon. 

\ 
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AT RAGE DT. 33 
Am. O] Thro' my heart and marrow! Pr'ythee 
niere mes 14 ę ͤd 
Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy-lord : 

I own, I try d, I quarrell'd, with my heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid. it give her deat; 
But, O! her eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder'd me. 

Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my lord. 
Men are but men; we did not make ourſelves: 
Farewel then, my beſt lord, ſince you muſt die. 

O that I were to ſhare, your monument, 

And. in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes | 
Againft thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer ! 

Alon. What doſt thou mean ? 

Zan. And is it then unknown? cb 
O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 
Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, | 
Elfe could you doubt when. you are laid in duſt 
But it will cut my poor heart thro' and thro? | 
To ſee thoſe revel on your facred tomb, 

Who 1 you thither by their lawleſs loves: 
For there they'll-revel, and exult to find 
Him fleep ſo faſt, who:elſe would mare their joys. | 

Alon. Diſtraction But Don Carlos, well thou know ſt, 
Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and bent on other thoughts. 
Zan. TiIlwork him to the murder of his friend—— . 
Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, (Aſide. 
While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his cheek. F 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 

How will he ruſh, like lightning, to her arms 
There ſigh, there Ram 4 there pour out his ſoul ; 
But not in grief—ſad obſequies to-thee—— 

But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear, 
The burning kiſs, the ſigh of ecſtaſy, 7 
Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 
Thank heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own. 

Alon, T'll eaſe thee of that pain: Let Carlos die; 
O'ertake him on the road, and ſee it done. hs 
Tis my command. 1550 [Gives his fignet. 

Zan. I dare not diſobey. | 

Alon. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 

C3 Zan. 
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Zan. Ah, Sir, think, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carlos grave? You know not womankind : 

When once the throbbingiof the heart has broke 

The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty d, 

Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 

Alon. That thought has more of hell than had the 
Another, and another, and another! (former; 

And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb! 

I am convinc'd ; I muſt not, will not, die. | 

Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains? In nature no third way, 

But to forget, and ſo to love again. | 
Alon. Oh! 240 * 

Zan. If you forgive, the world will call you Good ; 

If you forget, the world will call you Wife ; 

If you receive her to your grace again, 

The world will call you, very, very kind. 

Alon. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies Is 
Tho' my arm tremble at the ſtroke, the dies 
Zan. That's truly great. What think you *twas ſet 
The Greek and Roman name in ſuch a luſtre, (up 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, | 
Shutting their ears to all ker little cries, 

When great, auguſt; and god-like juſtice call'd * 

At Aulis, one pour'd.out.a daughter's life, 

And gain'd more glory than dy all his wars; 

Another ſlew a fiſter in juſt rage; 

A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 

Gave to the cruel ax a darltng.ſon : | 

Nay more, for juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 

As he at Carthage, an immortal name 

Yet there is one ſtep left above em all, 

Above their hiſtory, above their fable, L 

A wife, bride, miſtreſs, unenjoy'd—Do- That 

And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. | 

Alon. Tis done—again new tranſports fire my brain; 
I had forgot it; 'tis my bridal night: 

Friend, give me joy; we mult be gay together: 

See that the feſtival be duly honour'd. 


* 


And 
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And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And muſic gives her elevating found, Þ  _. 
And golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour, 
Thou, Zanga, then my ſolemn friends invite, 
From the dark realms of everlaſting night; 
Call vengeance, call the furies, call deſpair ; - 
And death, our chief invited gueſt, be there; 
He, with pale hand, ſhall lead the bride, and ſpread 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial- bed. [Exeunt: 
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ACTY. scrva1 


Enter AL ON Z o. 


Alon. Orne O terrible to fight ! (wounds, 
Poor mangled ſhade, all” cover'd o'er with 

And fo diſguis' d with blood ! Who murder'd thee ? 

Tell thy ſad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng'd. 

Ha ! Carlos? Horror! Carlos —0, away! 

Go to thy grave, or let me ſink to mine. 

{ cannot bear the ſight What ſight?— Where am I ? 

There's nothing here If this was fancy's work, 

She draws a picture ſtrongly. 

Enter ZN GA. 

Zan. Ha!—Yov're pale. 

Alon. Is Carlos murder'd ? 

Zan, I obey'd your order. 

Six ruffians overtook him on the road; 

He fought as he was wont, and four he flew ; 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death: 
His laſt breath bleſt Zlongo, and defir'd 

His bones might reſt near yours. 

Alon. O Zanga ! Zanga !— 

But FI! not think; for I muſt act; Hh thinking 
- Would ruin me for action. O the medley 

Of right and wrong ! the chaos in my brain! 

He ſhould, and ſhould not die—You ſhould obey, 
And not obey It is a day of darkneſs, 

Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora then? Quick anſwer me; 

I'm deep in horrors ; Pl! be deeper till. ; 
I find, thy artifice did take effect, IN 
And the forgives my late deportment to her. 

Zan. I told her, from your childhood you were 
On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then, (wont, 
When cauſe of ſorrow bore it company, 

To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon ; 
A momentary ill, which ſoon blew oer; 


Then 
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Then did J tell her of Don Carla death; 
Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell) 

And laid the blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted ; 
But ſuch the honeſt artifice Tus'd, 92 5 

And ſuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 

That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy d. 

Alon. Twas well ſhe was. In our late interview, 
My paſſion ſo far threw me from my guard, Ea, 
(Methinks 'tis ſtrange !) that, conſcious of her guilt, 
She ſaw not, thro” its thin diſguiſe, my heart, 

Zan. But what deſign you, Sir; and how? 
Alon. I'll tell thee. a 45 

Thus PF've ordain'd it: In the jeſs min bow'r, 
The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, 
There will I meet her; the appointment's made; 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 
The blackneſs of her crime before her ſight; 

And then, with all the cool ſolemnity : 
Of public juſtice, give her to the grave. [Exit. 

Zan. Why, get thee gone! Horror and night go 
Siſters of Acheron, go hand in hand; [with thee! 
Go dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in; 

And tell them, that I ſent you to ſalute them ! 
Prophane the ground; and for th' ambroſial roſe, 
And breath of jeſo'min, let hemlock blacken, 

And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air! 

For the ſweet nightingale, may ravens croak, 

Toads pant, and adders ruſtle thro? the leaves; 

May ſerpents, winding up the trees, let fall 

Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, 
And mingle Lifſer—fuch as I ſhould give them! [ Exit. 
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SCENE, The Bower. 


LEONORA ſleeping | Enter ALoNzs: 3 
Alen. Ye amaranths! ye roſes, like the morn! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange-groves ! 
Why do you ſmile ? Why do you look fo fair? 
Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 
Yes; ſee how every flow'r lets fall 1 its head! 
How ſhudders every leaf without a wind ! 
How every green is as the ivy pale ! 
Did ever midnight ghoſts aſſemble here? 
Have thefe ſweet echoes ever learnt to groan ? 
 Joy-giving, love-inſpiring, holy bow'r! 
Know, in thy fragrant boſom, thou receiv'ſt 
A—murderer: O ! I ſhall ſtain thy lilies, 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. _ 
| So Lucifer broke into Paradiſe, * [ſleeps ——. 
And ſoon damnation follow'd. [ He advances.) Ha! the. 
The day's uncommon heat has overcome her : 
Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 
O, what # fight is here! How dreadful fair! 
Who would not think that Being innocent?! 
Where ſhall I ſtrike ? Who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf. 2 
My ownlife-blood will ifſue at her wound. "pg 
O my diſtracted heart !—O cruel heav'n! . 
Jo give ſuch charms as thoſe, and then call man, de 
Meer man, to be your executioner. 3 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for you? | 
But ſee, the ſmiles ! I never ſhall ſmile more: 
It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs. 
Coing, ſbe farts back: 
SI Ha! ſmile again ! She "OR: "of him ſhe loves: 
1 Curſe on her charms! I'll Rab her thro? them all. 
* '  *[Asbets going to firike, ſhe wakes. 
Leon. My lord, your ſtay was "rk, and yonder lull. 


be Of falling waters tempted me to re 
5 | = + Diſpirited 
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Diſpirited with noon's exceſſive heat. (day! | 

Alon. Ye powers! with what an eye we mends | 
While they were clos'd, I ſhould have giyh the blow. 
O for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice: 8 
Thus heay'n and I ſhall both be Mach . 

Leon. What ſays my lord? 

Alon. Why This Alonzo ſays: _ 
If loye were endleſs, men were gods; tis the 
Does counter-balance travel, danger, pain 
»Tis heay'n's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them & the peaceful grave. ; 

Leon. Alas l my lord, why talk you of the grave? 
Vour friend is dead; in friendſhip you fuſtain , 
A mighty loſs ; repair it with my love. ( ay, 

Alon. LOW love ? Thou piece of witchcraft ! Ie 
Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadſt thou this? Enchantreſs, tell me where! 2 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain! 
Ev'n now thou ſwim' ſt before me: I ſhall loſe thee : 2 
No, Iwill make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. | 


Who turn'd this ſlender waſte with ſo much art, 


And ſhut perfection in ſo ſmall a ring? 5 
Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above,. 
On which the dazled fight can find no reſt; 
But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down. 40 
For ever, and for ever finds new charm s:? 1 
But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers! O whence/, 
Whence didſt thou ſteal their burning orbs? From 
Thou didſt; and ' tis religion to adore them, _[heay'n 
Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thought; 
Extremes fl fright me, tho" of love itſelf. * 
Alon. Extremes indeed ! It hurried me away 
But I come home again—and now for juſtice—— ; 
And now for death—lt is impoſſible — | 
Sure ſuch were made by heay'n guiltleſs to fin, _. 
Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. Alk. 1 
I leave her to juſt heav n. [Drops the dagger, and goes off, » | 
Leon. Ha! a dagger ! 
What doſt thou ay, thou miniſter of death 2 
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What dreadful tale doſt tell me? Let me think. 
5 Enter Zanca. | 
Zan. Death to my tow'ring hope! O fall from high! 
My cloſe long-labour'd ſcheme at once is blaſted. 
That dagger found will cauſe her to enquire ; 
Enquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 
Of vengeance periſh ; I myſelf am loſt—_ 
Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand, 
Which held the ſteel in vain !—What can be done ?— 
Where can I fix ?—That's ſomething ſtill—twill breed 
Fell rage and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 
Which may perchance grow up to greater evil; 
If not, *tis all I can-——It ſhall be fo——— 
| Leon. O Zanga ! I] am ſinking in my fears! 
Alonzo dropt this dagger as he left me; - 
And left me in a ſtrange diſorder too. | 
What can this mean? Angels preſerve his life ! 
Zan. Yours, Madam; yours. 
Leon, What, Zanga, doſt thon ſay ? 
Zan. Carry your goodneſs then to ſuch extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love, 
I bat you perceive not he is jealous? - 
Lon. Heav'ns! „ | 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. | 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought? 
It is not of the growth of his own nature. f: 
: Zan. Some villain ; who, hell knows ; but he is jea- 
And tis moſt fit a heart ſo pure as yours (lous ; 
Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, 


* 


And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
T.oeon. Jealous! it ſickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent! | 
Why? Wherefore ? On what ſhadow of occaſion ? 
*Tis faſcination ; 'tis the wrath of heav'n 

For the collected crimes of all his race. 


a om” 


Unnathrat child of ignorance and guilt, 
Which tears and feeds upon it's parent's heart, by 
© a4 ve 
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Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtue: 
1 ſcorn and hate —yet love him, and adore: 
J cannot, will not, dare not, think it true, _ 
Till from himſelf I know it. _ [Exit. 

Zan. This ſucceeds | N 
jos to wy, wiſh. W ſhe 1 violence 

pbraids him ; not doubting ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no leſs ; and if on either ſide guul 3 
The waves run high, there ſtill lives hope of ruin. - 


Enter Alonzo. 
My lord — | 


Alon. O Zanga ] hold thy peace; Iam no coward 3 

But heav'n itſelf did hold ly er. ; I felt i it ; 

By the well-being of my ſoul, I did: 

Pl! think of vengeance at another ſeaſon. 
Zan. My lord, her guilt 
Alon. Perdition on thee, Moor, 

For that one word ! Ah ! do not rouze that thought; 

1 have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſlible : 

Away then; let us talk of other things: 

I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction: 

Tf *tis my ſhame, why | be it fo—T love her; 

Nor can I help it; tis impos'd upon me 

By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r : 

I could not hurt her to be Jord of earth ; 

It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke at heav'n. 

Angels defend her, as if innocent! 

But fee, my Leonora comes: ge gone: [Ex. aus- 

Enter Leonora. 

O ſeen fot ever! yet for ever new ! 

The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, 

Inflicting wound on wound. 

Leon. Alas, my lord! _ HS 1 
What need of this to me) „ 
Alon. Ha ! doſt thou weep? 5 

Leon. Have I no cauſe ? 2 
Aon. If love is thy concern, 

Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lov'd like me. 

But wherefore this ? Is it to break my heart, 

Which loſes ſo much blood for every tear ? 


Leon. 
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Alon. Is it not? O heav'n! 


Doubt of my love ? Why, I am nothing elfe; 


It quite abſorbs my every other paſſion. - 
O that this one embrace would laſt for ever 


Leon. Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue ? 


Could this man e er deſign upon my life? 


7 


Impoſſible! I throw away the thought. [Afide. . 


I heſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 


Of being folded in your arms and heart; 
My univerſe does lie within that ſpace. 


This dagger bore falſe witneſs, [Showing it. 


Alon. Ha! my dagger? 
It rouzes horrid images : Away 


Away with it, and let us talk of Love, 


| Plunge ourſelves deep into the ſweet illuſion, 


And hide us there from eyery other thought. 
Leon. It touches you. "be 
Alon. Let's talk of Love. 
Leon. Of. Death. ET SE. 
Alon. As thou lov'ſt happineſs —— 
Leen. Of Murder. | 
Alon. Raſh, | 
Raſh woman, yet forbear. 
Leon. Approve my wrongs ! ; 
Alon. Then muſt I fly, for thy ſake and my own. 
Leon. Nay, by my injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear me groan. 
Alon. Heav'ns, ſtrike me deaf! 
Leon. It well may ſting you home. 


Alon. Alas! thou quite miſtak*ſt my cauſe of pain. 


Yet, yet diſmiſs me ; I am all in flames. 


Leon. Who has moſt cauſe? You, or myſelf? What act 


Of my whole life encourag'd you to this? 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you? 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all ; 


The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. 


What could inſpire the thought ? We oft'neſt judge 


From our own hearts ; and 1s your's then ſo frail, 


(IP 
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It * you to conceive thus ill of me ? | | 
He that can ſtoop. to harbour ſuch a thou ht, 
Deſerves to find it true. olding bim. | 
Alon. O ex, ſex, ſex! | [Turning on her. 
The language of you all. IIl-fated woman! 
Why haſt thou forc'd me back into the gulph 
Of agonies, I had block d up from thought? 
I know the cauſe; thou ſaw'ſt me impotent 
Eer while to hurt thee; therefore thou turn'ſt on me; 
But, by the pangs $ I ſuffer, to thy woe: | 
For, fince thou haſt —_— d me in my torture, 
I will be fatisfy'd ! 
Leon. Be ſatisfy d! 
Alon. Yes ; thy own mouth fhall witneſs it ; «ll 
Twill be fatisfy'd. (thee: 
Leon. Of what? | Ge” 
Alon. Of what ? 
How dar'ſt thou aſk that queſtion ? Woman, Woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue was ſuſpeQed ? 
Who told thee I deſign'd upon thy life? 
You found the dagger; but that could not ſpeak ; 
Nor did I tell thee : Who did tell thee then? 
Guilt, conſcious guilt. 
Leon. This to my face? O heav'n! 
Alon. This to thy very ſoul. 
Leon. Thou'rt not in earneſt ? 
Alon. Serious as death. 
Leon. Then heav'n have mercy on thee. . Ws 
Till now, I ſtruggled not to think it true; ee 
I fought conviction, and would not believe it 
And doſt thou force me? This ſhall not be borne: _ 
Thou ſhalt repent this inſult. 6; ww 0 1 
Alon. Madam, ſtay: J 
Lour paſſion's wiſe; „ "tis 2 diſguiſe for guilt: | 
Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile ; 
You, and your thouſand arts, ſhall not ang me. 
Leon. Arts? 3 
Alon. Arts! Confefs ; for death is in my band. 
Leon. Tis in your words. 


” 
nn 


Alon. 
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Alon. Confels, confeſs, confeſ; 
* tear — veins with paſſion to compel thee. 


orn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous man! 
425 Deny then, and incur a fouler ſhame. 


THE REVENGE. 


5 Where did I find this picture ? 


Leon. Ha! Don Carlos? IE 
By my beſt hopes, more welcome than thy own. - 
Alon. I know it; but is vice ſo very rank, 


That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my face ? 


Nature is ſick of thee, abandon'd woman! 
Leon. Repent. _ 
Alon. Is that for me? fe 
Leon. Fall, aſk my pardon. .—- 
Alon. Aftoniſhment ! k 
Leon. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt? 
Alon. I know thee ſo. 
Leon. This blow then to th heart 
[She ftabs herſelf, he endeavouring to prevent ber. 
Alon. Ho! Zanga! Iſabella! Ho! ſhe bleeds! 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to aſſiſt her! 
Leon. This is the only way I would wound thee, 
Tho' moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty 385 


i Enter ISABBLLA. 
Alon. Bear her to inſtant help: The world to ſave 7 | 


Leon. Unhappy man! well may'ft thou gaze and 


tremble ; 
But fix thy terror and amazement right; ; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diſtraction. 


= What haſt thou done ? Whom cenſur'd ? Leonora. 


When thou hadſt cenſur d, thou would'ſ fave her life ; 
O inconſiſtent! Should I live in ſhame, 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this, 
T' affert my virtue? No; ſhe who diſputes, 
Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty: ___ 
While aught but truth could be my inducement to it, 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, 
I fcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 
But now, I let thy raſhneſs know, the wound 
Which leaſt J feel, is that my dagger made. 
| [Ifabella leads out py” 
Alon. 


ATRAGEDT. 6 
Alon. Ha! Was this woman guilty ? and if no. - 
How my thought darkens that way ! Grant, kind hea- 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being end. (ven, 
ls that my hope then ?—Sure, the facred duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. | 
Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 
When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair ? 
When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 
In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain? [Exit Alon. 
Enter ZAx GA. 
Zan. How ſtands the great account 'twixt me and 
vengeance? 
Tho' much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much; 
And I will not abate a fingle groan. | 
Ha ! that were well—but that were fatal too 
Why be it ſo—Revenge ſo truly great | 
Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than life. 
Come, death, come, hell, then; tis refolv'd ; tis done. 
5 Enter ISABELLA. 5 
Jab. Ah! Zanga, ſee me tremble: Has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill ?—Poor Leonora _ 
Zan. Welters in blood, and gaſps for her laſt breath: 
What then? We all muſt die. 
Lab. Alonzo raves : 
And in the tempeſt of his grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his life: At length, diſarm'd, 
He calls his friends that ſave him, his worſt foes, 
And impartunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 
Thus in his ſtorm of ſarrow. After pauſe, 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga ; 
For Zanga rav'd ; and, ſee, he ſeeks you here, 
To learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to know. 
Zan. Be gone. now, now, my ſoul, conſummate all. 
NED [Exit Ifabella. 
Enter ALonz0. 5 


Alon. O Zanga 2 
Zan. Do not tremble ſo; but ſpeak. | 
Alon. I dare not. OO © [Falk an him. 
Zan. You will drown me with your tears. 
Alon. Have I not cauſe? | 
Zan. As yet, you have no cauſe. 


Alon. 


6 THE REVENGE. 

Alon. Doſt thou too „ ä 
Zan. Your anguith is to come : : 

You much have been abus d. 

Alan. Abus'd ! By wom ? 
Zan, To know, were little comfort. 
Alon. O ! *twere much: 5 I 
Zan, Indeed! | 

Alon. By heav'n. O give him to ny y fury! 

Zan. Born for Jour uſe, T live but to oblige you: 

Know then, *twas I. 

Alon. Am 1 1 ? 

Zan. For ever. 

Thy wife is guiltleſs ; that's one tranſport to me z- 

| And I, I let thee know it ; that's another : 

urg d Don Carla to reſign his miſtreſs ; 

I forg'd the Letter; I diſpos'd the Picture; 

I hated ; I deſpis'd ; and I deſtroy. f 6 
Alon. Oh! [ Swwo0ns. 
Zan. Why, this is well—ywhy, this is blow for blow. 

Where are you? Crown me, ſhadow me, with laurels, 

Ye ſpirits, which delight in juſt Revenge: 

Let Europe, and her pallid ſons, go weep ; - 

Let Africk, and her hundred thrones, rejoice. 

O my dear countrymen ! look down, and ſee 

How I beftride your proſtrate conqueror ! 

I tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings: 

ut this is mercy z this is my indul ence ; 
is peace ; *tis refuge, from my indignation.: 

I muſt awake him into horrors. . Ho! 

Alonzo, ho, the Moor is at the gate; 

Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent ! 

Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 

Alon. Inhuman ſlave! 

"Zan, Falln Chriſtian, thou miſtak'|t u my oharaten 

Look on me. Who am I? I know, thou ſay'ft 

The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten ſlave 

(Eternal woes to him that made me ſo!) : 

But look again. Has fix years cruel bondage 

Extinguiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought | 

Shines here, to give an awe of one above the? 


When 


A TRAGED FT. ba: 
When the great Mooriſb king, Abdella, fell, ' 
Fell by thy hand accurs d, 1 fought faſt by l het 
His ſon, tho, thro' his fondneſs, -in'diſguiſe, | :: || 
Leſs to expoſe me to th ambitious ett o5ft ine 2 1351 
Ha! Does it wake thee 2 O'er my father's corſe 059712 
I ſtood. aſtride, till I had clove thy creſt 3 - WW 
And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, LA 
And ſunk into thy ſervant But O] What, | 
What were my. —_ ? Hear not, heav'n, nor OR” 
My wages were a blow ;—by heav' n, ablow; 
And from a mortal hand. {4 

Alon. O villain! villain t ! | 

Zan. All ftrife is vain. (Shewwing a dagger. 

Alon. Is thus my love return d: LS 
Is this my recompence ? Make friends of tigers! 

Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, 

For fear they turn to ſerpents as they lie, 

And pay you for their nouriſhment with death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying; 

Both innocent, both murder d, both by me: 
That heav'nly maid, which mould have liv'd Fi ever * 
At leaſt have gently ſlept her ſoul away; a 
Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as evening flow'rs 

At the departing ſun——was murder'd | murder'd ! 
O ſhame! O guilt! O horror! O remorſe! 
O puniſhment! Had Satan never fell, 

Hell had been made for me—O Leonora !. 

Zan. Muſt I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee e 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 
Priam from — lofty ſummit fell 
Great Alexander *midft his conqueſts mourn'd ; 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their 4 1 
Cefar have wept ; and I have had — my blow: | 
_ tis reveng d; and now my —_— is done: 

et, ere I fall, he it one rt of vengeance, - | 
To make evn thee — Jam juſt: 1 SIE) 
Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain z | 
Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood; 22, 
Whoſe ſacred perſon, oh! thou haſt prophan'd ; 
Whoſe reign extinguiſ d: What was left to me 


6.8 "THE REVENGE. 
80 kiekly born? No kingdom, but Revenge 
No treaſure, but thy tot tures, and hy groans. 


If men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee: 


> If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, 


Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior deings, 
Souls made of fire, and children of the ſun, 
With whom Revenge is virtue. Fare thee well 
Naw, fully ſatisfy'd, I ſhould take leave; 
But one thing grieves me; ſince thy death is near, 

I leave thee and example how to die. 


As. be is going to ſtab bimſelf, Alonzo ruſhes upon him | 
to prevent him. In the mean time, Enter Alvarez, 
attended. They diſarm and ſeize Zanga. Alonzo. 
puts the dagger in his . 


— 


Alon. No, monſter, thou mo not eſcape by death. 
O father! 
Av. O Alonso! _ Iſabella, 
Touch'd with remorſe to ſee her miſtreſs pangs, 
Told all the dreadful tale: 
Alon. What groan was that? 1 
Zan. As J have been a vultur to thy hand: 
So will I be a raven to thine ear, ; 
And true as ever ſnuff'd the ſcent of blood, | 
As ever flapt its heavy wing againſt 
The window of the ſick, and croak'd deſpair 
Thy wife is dead. 
[Alvarez goes to the fade of the ſtage, and returns. 
Alv. The drezaful news is true. | 
Alon. Prepare the rack ; invent new torments for him. 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage, 
And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou would'ft not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee till : 8 
Torture thou may'ſt ; but thou ſhalt ne er deſpiſe me: 
The blood will follow, where the knife is driven; 
The fleſh will quiver, where the roots tear; ke 


A TRAGEDY. 


And ſighs and cries by nature on 7 x. 
But theſe are foreign to the foul: 5 Nat — __— 
The groans that iſſue,, or the tears that fall!! 
They diſohey me; on | the rack 1 ſcorn thee, | 
As when my fauchion clove thy helm in battle. 

_ Alv. Peace, villain! | 

Zan. While I live, old man, Pl ſpeak 2 05 
And, well I know, thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 

Alon. Who call'd Alonzo ? | 

Ad. No one call'd, my ſon. 

Alon. Again — tis Carla voice, and I obey. 
O how I laugh at all that this can do! , 

| (Shewing the 3 

The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that — me, 
Were giv'n before; I am already dead; 
This only marks my body for the grave. 
[Stabs himſelf. 
Africk, thou art reveng'd——©O Leonora {— [Dies. 

Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave, my blood is 

yours ; 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all ; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay.yourſelves with gazing on my pan 
el 8 [He goes to Alone, body. 

Is this Alonzo P Where's the haughty mien ? 
Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how pale! 
And art thou dead? So is my enmity : 
I war not with the duſt : The great, the proud, 
The conqueror of Africk, was my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcaſſes, 
This was the only method to ſubdue me: , 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 4 E 
Now blazes: all thy guilt is in the grave: - n- 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe ; 
If. I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance! I have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me hell blows all her fires, 


(He 2 


— 


= [Dreadful effe& of Jealouſy !.'a rage 


In which the wiſe with caution will vine; 


Relucttant long, and tardy to believe, | 
Where, ſway d by nature, we, ourſelves deceive 925 
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Where our own folly j joins the villain's art, 
And each man finds a Zanga unn an Luut 
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0 UR Author 55 me, in an 1 Rrais, f 
To beg you'd Bleſs the offspring of his brains 
And I, your proxy, promis d in your name, 
The Child ſbould live, at leaſt, Six days of fame: 
I like the Brat; but till his faults can find; 
And, by the Parent's leave, will ſpeak my mind. 
Gallants, pray tell me, do you think *twas well, 
To let a willing maid lead apes in hell ?. 
You, nicer Ladies, ſhould you think it right 
To eat no Supper on your Wedding-night ? 
 '$hou'd Engliſh Huſbands dare to flarve their Wi wes, 
Be ſure, they'd lead moſt comfortable lives. + 
But he loves miſchief, and, with groundleſs fare 
WMou d fain ſet loving couples by the ears; T4 
Wou'd ſpoil the tender huſbands of our nation, 
By teaching them his vile outlandiſh faſhion : 


But we've been-taught, in our good-natur'd dime, i I f 


That Fealouſy, tho juſt, is ſtill a crime, 

And will he ſtill; for, (not to blame the plot) 

That ſame Alonzo was a flupid fot, 

To hill a bride, a miſtreſs unenjoy'd ; | 

*Tawere ſome-excuſe, had the poor man been ele d: 4 i 
o © 


EPILOGUE. 
till ber on ſuſpicion, ere he knew 
bether the beinous crime were falſe or true. 
The pricſh ſaid grace; ſhe met him in the bower, 
In bipes ſhe: "wight anticipate an hour. — 
Love aua Ber errand, but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 
3 on © Tnftead of Love—produc'd—a filthy Poniard';—— 
5 Half be been wiſe, at this their private meeting, 
Tho proof oth Pudding had been in the Eating : 
| Madam had had then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 
And all this blood and murder been prevented. 
Britons, be wiſe, and, from this ſad example, 
Meer break a Bargain, but firſt take a Sample. 
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